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T  O 

JOHN    *****,    Efq; 


Feb.  21.  1749. 

SIR, 

YO  U  have  my  fincereft  Thanks 
for  the  kind  Information  you 
fent  me  of  the  generous  Scheme 
that  is  form'd  for  the  Printing  Mrs.  L  E  A- 
p  o  R'S  remaining  Papers,  for  the  Benefit  of 
her  Father ;  and  that  the  ingenious  Gen- 
tlemen you  mention,  intend  to  give  fomc 
Account  of  the  Author  :  For  nothing  can 
give  me  more  Pleafure  than  to  hear  of  a 
Defign  that  may  do  Honour  to  her  Me- 
mory, and  be  of  Service  to  Him  for  whom 
ihe  always  exprefled  a  moft  affectionate 
and  dutiful  Regard,  particularly  in  her  laft 
Moments. 

a  I 
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I  jfhall  readily  contribute  any  thing  in 
my  Power,  tho'  I  fear  that  is  very  little : 
"But,  upon  making  a  thorough  Search 
among  my  Papers,  I  have  found  Two  or 
Three  of  hers,  that  were  miflaid  when  the 
other  were  fait  to  Mrs.  jf —  ;  which  I  here 
fend  you,  with  two  or  three  Copies  wrote 
in  her  Childhood,  that  have  fince  been 
alter'd  as  they  now  ftand  in  the  printed 
Book. 

Several  of  thofe  fent  to  Mrs.  J —  were 
likewife  wrote  when  (he  was  very  young; 
and  were  condemn'd  to  the  Flames  by 
herfelf,  but  fpared  at  my  Interceffion ;  fo 
that  I  am  very  dubious,  whether  they  will 
be  thought  worth  printing  or  not;  though  I 
muft  own  myfelf  fond  of  every  thing  that 
was  hers. 

I  remember  I  faw,  two  or  three  Years  be- 
fore my  Acquaintance  with  her  commenced, 
a  Book  about  the  Size  of  a  common  Copy- 
Book  (but  fomething  thicker)  fill'd  with 
Poems  of  her  writing,  that  much  pleas'd 
me.  I  thought  them  extraordinary  Per- 
formances for  a  Girl  of  her  Age,  and  one 

that 
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that  had  fo  little  Advantage  (or  rather 
none  at  all )  either  from  Books  or  Con- 
verfation :  But  my  bad  State  of  Health 
prevented  me  from  making  any  further 
Enquiry  concerning  this  young  Genius,  till 
about  fourteen  Months  before  her  Death, 
when  I  was  inform'd  fhe  had  wrote  a 
Tragedy. 

I  could  not  help  fmiling  at  this ;  think- 
ing it  at  leaft  a  very  bold  Attempt  from  a 
Perfon  in  her  Situation.  But  however,  it 
raifed  my  Curiofity  very  much:  And  hap- 
pening to  meet  with  her  a  Day  or  two 
afterwards,  I  begg'd  the  Favour  of  feeing 
it ;  which  was  readily  granted.  You  may 
eaiily  guefs  how  far  it  exceeded  my  Ex- 
pectation. 

Soon  after  I  made  her  a  Vifit ;  and 
exprefling  how  much  I  lik'd  the  Play,  de- 
fir'd  fhe  would  give  me  Leave  to  fee  any 
thing  elfe  fhe  might  have  wrote  ;  upon 
which,  fhe  brought  a  little  Box,  where 
her  Papers  lay  in  a  carelefs  confus'd  man- 
ner, and  allow'd  me  to  look  them  all  over; 
which  I  did  with  a  great  deal  of  Pleafure, 
and  no  fmall  Aftonifhment,  I 
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I  then  enquired  for  the  little  Book  I 
had  feen  before  ;  but  Hie  told  me  fhe  had 
burnt  it  long  ago,  with  feveral  other  Pa- 
pers, which  fhe  did  not  think  worth  pre- 
ferving. 

This  I  could  not  help  blaming  her  for, 
as  there  were  a  great  many  pretty  Things 
in  it ;  particularly  a  Poem,  relating  the 
Hiftory  of  Ifaacs  Courtfhip  and  Marriage 
of  Rebecca ;  which  has  lince  been  much 
enquired  for  by  fome  that  had  feen  it. 

My  mentioning  a  Subfcription,  I  believe, 
occaiioned  her  Poem,  call'd  Mopfus,  or, 
'The  Ca/lle-Builder ;'  and  I  indulged  my 
Curiofity  in  calling  upon  her  often,  to  fee 
how  fhe  carried  it  on.  It  was  really  amaze- 
ing  to  fee  how  faft  fhe  advanc'd  in  it ;  her 
Thoughts  feeming  to  flow  as  faft  as  fhe 
could  put  them  upon  Paper ;  and  I  am  per- 
fuaded,  that  many  beautiful  ones  have  been 
loft  for  want  of  Leifure  to  write  them. 

My  expreffing  fome  Fear  of  being  trou- 
blefome  in  coming  fo  frequently,  occa- 
fioned  a  great  Variety  of  Invitations,  both 

in 
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in  Verfe  and  Profe ;  which  I  could  feldom 
refift :  And  indeed  her  whole  Behaviour 
to  me  was  fo  extremely  good-natur'd  and 
obliging,  that  I  muft  have  been  the  mod 
ungrateful  Perfon  in  the  World,  if  I  had 
not  endeavour'd  to  make  fome  Return. 

From  this  Time  to  that  of  her  Death, 
few  Days  pafs'd  in  which  I  did  not  either 
fee  or  hear  from  her ;  for  fhe  gave  me  the 
Pleafure  of  feeing  all  her  Poems  as  fbon  as 
they  were  finifh'd.  And  though  I  never 
was  extremely  fond  of  Poetry,  and  don't 
pretend  to  be  a  Judge  of  it,  there  was 
fomething  fo  peculiarly  pleafing  to  my 
Tafte  in  almoft  every  thing  fhe  wrote, 
that  I  could  not  but  be  infinitely  pleas'd 
with  fuch  a  Correfpondent. 

Nor  did  I  admire  }ier  in  her  Poetical 
Capacity  only ;  but  the  more  I  was  ac- 
quainted with  her,  the  more  I  faw  Reafon 
to  efteem  her  for  thofe  virtuous  Principles, 
and  that  Goodnefs  of  Heart  and  Temper, 
which  fo  vifibly  appeared  in  her ;  and  I 
was  fo  far  from  thinking  it  a  Condefcen- 
fion  to  cultivate  an  Acquaintance  with  a 
a  3  Perfon 
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Perfon  in  her  Station,  that  I  rather  efteem'd 
it  an  Honour  to  be  call'd  a  Friend  to  one 
in  whom  there  appeared  fuch  a  true  Great- 
nefs  of  Soul  as  with  me  far  outweigh'd  all 
the  Advantages  of  Birth  and  Fortune. 
Nor  do  I  think  it  poflible  for  any  body 
that  was  as  well  acquainted  with  her  as 
myfelf,  to  confider  her  as  a  mean  Perfon. 

I  have  fent  a  Lift  of  the  Poems  that 
were  wrote  Unce  I  was  acquainted  with 
her  ;  which,  I  think,  will  fliew  the  Quick- 
nefs  of  her  Genius,  efpecially  when  it  is 
confider'd  how  much  £he  was  engaged  in 
her  Father's  Affairs,  and  the  Bufinefs  of 
his'Houfe,  in  which  fhe  had  nobody  to 
affift  her. 

This,  you  may  imagine,  was  fome  Mor- 
tification to  a  Perfon  of  her  Turn ;  yet 
£he  was  always  chearful :  And  as  fhe 
wanted  none  of  the  Neceflaries  of  Life, 
exprefled  herfelf  thankful  for  that.  Her 
chief  Ambition  feem'd  to  be  to  have  fuch 
a  Competency  as  might  leave  her  at  Li- 
berty to  enjoy  the  Company  of  a  Friend, 
and  indulge  her  fcribbling  Humour  (as  fhe 

call'd 
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call'd  it )  when  fhe  had  a  mind,   without 
Inconvenience  or  Interruption. 

I  could  not  fee  how  much  fhe  was 
ftrait;en'd  in  point  of  Time  for  her  Writing, 
without  endeavouring  to  remove  the  Dif- 
ficulty ;  and  therefore  propos'd  a  Sub- 
fcription  to  fome  of  my  Acquaintance; 
which  I  hoped  might  be  a  Means  of  do- 
ing it.  And  here.  Sir,  I  muft  gratefully 
acknowlege  your  kind  Affiftance,  without 
which  I  am  fenfible  all  my  Endeavours 
had  been  ineffectual  ;  but  through  your 
Good-nature  I  had  the  Pleafure  to  fee  it 
brought  into  a  promifing  Way  before  the 
Death  of  the  Author  ;  who  unfortunately 
did  not  live  to  receive  that  Benefit  by  it, 
which  has  fince  accrued  to  her  Father. 

Since  the  Publication  of  her  Poems,  I 
hear  fhe  has  been  accufed  of  ftealing  from 
other  Authors ;  but  1  believe  very  unjuft- 
ly,  and  imagine  the  Cenfure  proceeds  ra- 
ther from  a  random  Conjecture  that  it 
muft  be  fo,  than  any  juft  Foundation.  I 
don't  find  that  the  Particulars  are  pointed 
out ;  and  if  there  are  really  any  Lines  in 
£  4  her 
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her  Book  that  bear  fo  near  a  Refemblance 
to  what  has  been  wrote  by  other  Authors, 
as  to  give  room  for  fuch  a  Conjecture,  I, 
that  was  fo  well  acquainted  with  her 
Way  of  Thinking,  dare  venture  to  afifwer 
for  her,  that  it  proceeded  from  the  Im- 
preffion  the  Reading  thofe  Paffages  fome 
time  before  happened  to  make  upon  her 
Mind,  without  her  remembring  from 
whence  they  came  ;  and  therefore  fhe  can 
no  more  be  reckon' d  a  Plagiary  on  that 
Account,  than  a  Perfon  could  juftly  be 
accufed  of  being  a  Thief,  for  making  ufe 
of  a  Shilling  or  two  pf  another's  Money 
that  happen'd  to  be  mix'd  with  his  own, 
without  his  knowing  it. 

Befides,  I  don't  believe  it  impoflible  for 
two  People  to  think  exactly  alike  upon  a 
Subject,  and  even  to  exprefs  themfelves  al- 
moft  in  the  very  fame  Words  for  a  Line 
or  two,  without  ever  having  been  ac- 
quainted with  one  another's  Thoughts ; 
tho'  I  don't  know  that  this  was  the  Cafe 
of  Mjra. 

I  muft  beg  Leave  to  give  you  an  In- 
ftance  of  her  Prpbity  in  this  refpecl. 
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I  one  Day  fhew'd  her  an  old  manu- 
fcript  Paftoral  of  Mr.  Newton 's,  in  Blank 
Verfe  ;  with  which  fhe  feem'd  much 
pleafed,  and  defired  Leave  to  take  it  home 
with  her,  and  amufe  herfelf  with  putting 
fome  Parts  of  it,  that  fhe  moft  liked,  into 
Rhyme.  She  did  fo  *;  and  in  my  Opinion 
fo  greatly  altered  and  improved  them,  that 
when  the  Papers  were  firft  fent  to  you^ 
in  order  to  be  printed,  I  faid  I  thought 
there  was  no  Occafion  for  mentioning  Mr. 
Newton  s  Name  :  But  fhe  would  not  con- 
fent  to  have  them  put  in  her  Book  with- 
out that  Diftinction  ;  and  indeed  had  no 
eccafion  to  adopt  other  Peoples  Produc- 
tions. 

Deceit  and  Infmcerity  of  all  Kinds  fhe 
abhorred ;  and  ( if  I  may  be  allowed  to 
give  my  Opinion )  I  really  believe  what 
fhe  wrote  upon  Serious  and  Divine  Sub- 
jects, proceeded  from  the  inmoft  Senti- 
ments of  her  Heart ;  which  I  take  to  be 
one  great  Reafon  of  their  appearing  fo  ex- 
tremely natural  and  beautiful. 

As  an  Inftance  of  her  uncommon  Man' 
ner  of  Thinking,  give  me  Leave  to  acquaint 

*  See  the  Poems,  Vol.  I.  p.  1 83,  187,  192- 
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you  with  a  Difcourfe  that  pafs'd  between 
us,  when  the  Propofal  for  a  Subfcription 
was  on  foot.  I  very  gravely  told  her,  I 
thought  we  muft  endeavour  to  find  out 
fome  gr^at  Lady  to  be  her  Patronefs,  and 
defir'd  her  to  prepare  a  handfome  Dedi- 
cation. 

"  But  pray,  what  am  I  to  fay  in  this 
"  fame  Dedication  ? 


"  Oh,  a  great  many  fine  Things, 
"  tainly. 

"  But,  Madam,  I  am  not  acquainted 
"  with  any  great  Lady,  nor  like  to  be. 

"  No  matter  for  that ;  'tis  but  your 
"  fuppofing  your  Patronefs  to  have  as 
"  many  Virtues  as  other  Peoples  always 
"  have  :  You  need  not  fear  laying  too 
"  much  ;  and  I  muft  infift  upon  it." 

She  really  feemed  fhock'd,  and  faid, 
"  But,  Dear  Madam,  could  you  in  good 
"  Earneft  approve  of  my  fitting  down  to 
"  write  an  Encomium  upon  a  Perfon  I 

"  know 
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"  know  nothing  of,  only  becaufe  I  might 

"  hope  to  get  fomething  by  it? -No, 

«  MyraT 

She  always  call'd  it  being  idle,  and  in- 
dulging her  whimiical  Humour,  when  ihe 
was  employed  in  writing  the  humorous 
Parts  of  her  Poems ;  and  nothing  could 
pique  her  more  than  Peoples  imagining  (he 
took  a  great  deal  of  Pains,  or  fpent  a  great 
deal  of  Time,in.fuch  Compofures;  or  that 
fhe  fet  much  Value  upon  them. 

She  told  me,  that  moft  of  them  were 
wrote  when  crofs  Accidents  happen' d  to 
difturb  her,  purely  to  divert  her  Thoughts 
from  dwelling  upon  what  was  difagreeable ; 
and  that  it  generally  had  the  intended  Ef- 
fect, by  putting  her  in  a  good  Humour. 

I  muft  now  come  to  the  melancholy 
Scene  of  her  Death ;  which,  to  my  inex- 
preffible  Concern,  happen'd  on  the  1 2th  of 
November  1746.  and  was  occaiioned  by 
the  Meafles, 
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A  Day  or  two  before  her  Departure, 
while  her  Senfes  remained  perfect,  fhe  de- 
fir'd  to  fpeak  to  me  alone  ;  and  after  the 
warmeft  Expreffions  of  Gratitude  for  my 
Goodnefs  to  her,  as  {he  calFd  it,  continued, 
as  near  as  I  can  remember,  in  this  manner. 


cc 


But  I  have  ftill  one  Favour  to  beg  of 
"  you. — I  find  I  am  going. — I  always 
"  lov'd  my  Father;  but  I  feel  it  now 
u  more  than  ever. — He  is  growing  into 
"  Years. —My  Heart  bleeds  to  fee  the 
"  Concern  he  is  in;  and  it  would  be  the 
"  utmoft  Satisfaction  to  me,  if  I  could 
"  hope  any  thing  of  mine  could  contri- 
"  bute  to  his  comfortable  Subfiftence  in 
<c  his  old  Age  :  I  therefore  beg  of  you  to 
"  take  the  Key  of  my  Buroe  ;  and  if  any 
"  thing  is  to  be  made  of  my  poor  Papers, 
"  that  you  will,  for  my  fake,  endeavour  to 
"  promote  a  Subfcription  for  his  Bene- 
"  fit,  which  you  fo  kindly  have  propos'd 
"  for  mine." 

They  muft  have  had  harder  Hearts  than 
mine,  that  could  have  refus'd  to  comply 
with  fuch  a  Requeft.  I  promis'd  to  do 

the 
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the  beft  I  could  (with  which  flic  feem'd 
fatisfied ) ;  and  have  endeavour'd  to  per- 
form it  to  the  utmoft  of  my  Power. 

Since  I  received  your  Letter,  I  have 
applied  to  Mr.  Leapor  for  what  Informa- 
tion he  could  give  me  relating  to  his 
Daughter. 

He  tells  me,  She  was  born  at  Marfton 
St.  Laurence  in  this  County,  on  the  26th 
of  February  1722.  at  which  Time  he  was 
Gardener  to  the  late  Judge  Blencowey  and 
continued  five  Years  in  the  Family ;  and 
then  removed  with  his  Wife  and  this  only 
Daughter  to  Brackley,  where  fhe  fpent  the 
remaining  Part  of  her  Life. 

She  was  bred  up  under  the  Care  of  a 
pious  and  fenfible  Mother,  who  died  about 
four  Years  before  her. 

He  informs  me  flie  was  always  fond 
of  reading  every  thing  that  came  in  her 
way,  as  foon  as  flie  was  capable  of  it ; 
and  that  when  flic  had  learnt  to  write  to- 
lerably, which,  as  he  remembers,  was  at 

about 
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about  ten  or  eleven  Years  old,  She  would 
often  be  fcribbling,  and  fometimes  in 
Rhyme  ;  which  her  Mother  was  at  firft 
pleas'd  with  :  But  finding  this  Humour 
increase  upon  her  as  fhe  grew  up,  when 
fhe  thought  her  capable  of  more  profitable 
Employment,  fhe  endeavour'd  to  break 
her  of  it ;  and  that  he  likewife,  having  no 
Tafte  for  Poetry,  and  not  imagining  it 
could  ever  be  any  Advantage  to  her,  join'd 
in  the  fame  Defign  :  But  finding  it  im- 
poffible  to  alter  her  natural  Inclination, 
he  had  of  late  defifted,  and  left  her  more 
at  Liberty. 

He  fays,  jfrie  never  had  any  intimate 
Companion,  except  one  agreeable  young 
Woman  in  this  Town,  whom  fhe  men  - 
lions  in  her  Poem  upon  Fnendfifp,  by 
the  Name  of  F  i  D  E  L  i  A  ;  and  that  fhe  al- 
ways chofe  to  fpend  her  leifure  Hours  in 
Writing  and  Reading,  rather  than  in  thofe 
Diverfions  which  young  People  generally 
chufe  ;  infomuch  that  fome  of  the 
Neighbours  that  obferv'd  it,  exprefled 
their  Concern,  left  the  Girl  fhould  over- 
ftudy  herfelf,  and  be  mopifh.  But  to  me 

{he 
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(he  always  appeared  rather  gay,  than  me- 
lancholy. 

I  think  it  is  now  high  time  to  apolo- 
gize for  this  long  Letter :  But  as  I  was 
refolved  to  fend  the  beft  Account  I 
could,  I  hope,  Sir,  you  will  excufe  me* 
It  is  not  for  me  to  pretend  to  do  Juftice 
to  the  Memory  of  Mrs.  LEA  FOR  ;  but  if 
you  think  any  of  the  little  Incidents  I  have 
mention'd  will  be  ufeful  to  the  Gentlemen 
who  have  fo  kindly  form'd  that  Defign, 
and  give  them  a  true  Idea  of  her,  I  fliall 
be  much  pleafed ;  and  am_,  with  true  Re- 
fpefl, 

Your  ever  affeElionate  and 

obliged  humble  Servant ', 


*  *     *  *  * 


POSTSCRIPT. 

I  muft  beg  Leave  to  enter  a  Caveat 
againft  printing  the  Poem  calFd  Myras 
Pi&ure  ;  becaufe  tho'  fhe  may  be  fup- 

pos'd 
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pos'd  to  have  made  very  free  with 
herfelf,  I  think  it  may  give  the  Reader 
a  worfe  Idea  of  her  Perfon  than  it  de- 
ferv'd,  which  was  very  far  from  being 
(hocking;  tho'  there  was  nothing  ex- 
traordinary in  it.  The  Poem  was  oc- 
cafioned  by  her  happening  to  hear  that 
a  Gentleman  who  had  feen  fome  of 
her  Poems,  wanted  to  know  what  her 
Perfon  was. 

Mr.  Leapor  has  put  down  a  Grave-Stone 
in  Memory  of  his  Daughter ;  and  I 
fhould  be  glad  if  any  of  the  ingenious 
Gentlemen  you  mention  would  be  fo 
good  as  to  write  a  few  Lines  to  be  put 
upon  it. 

Mrs.  LEAPOR'S  whole  Library  confided 
of  about  fix  teen  or  feventeen  fingle  Vo- 
lumes, among  which  were  Part  of  Mr. 
Popes  Works,  Drydens  Fables,  fome 
Volumes  of  Plays,  &c. 
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SEVERAL  OCCASIONS, 


On  PATIENCE.     To  Stella. 

TILL,  Stella,  ftill,  you  figh,  and  you 

complain  -y 

And  mourn  with  real,  or  imagin'd  Pain : 
But,  Stella,  lay,  mall  Things  like  You  and  Me 
Repine  at  Nature's  and  at  God's  Decree  ? 
Whofe  Goodnefs  plac'd  us  in  a  quiet  State, 
Above  the  Wretched,  and  below  the  Great. 
VOL.  II.  B  "But 
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<c  But  who  are  wretched  ?" — Why,Experience  tells, 
Our  Blifs  or  Woe  exifts  within  ourfelves. 
Small  Comfort  feels  the  difcontented  Bread 
From  the  gay  Splendor  of  a  (tuning  Veft  j 
While  fome,  whofe  Bodies  lie  expos'd  to  Air, 
Whofe  Meals  are  flender,  and  whofe  Feet  are  bare ; 
Who  want  the  needful  Aid  of  Cloaths  and  Fire ; 
Yet  $ng  in  Want,  and  laugh  in  Rags  and  Mire  : 
Thefe,  bleft  with  Ignorance  and  thoughtlefs  Eafe, 
Small  Things  content,  and  low-born  Trifles  pleafe. 
Reflection  ne'er  difturbs  their  vulgar  Mirth : 
They  view  alike  a  Burial,  or  a  Birth. 
If  thefe  are  happy  from  the  Want  of  Thought, 
Then  Stella's  Wifdom  is  too  dearly  bought ; 
If  Knowlege  only  ferves  to  make  her  find 
Thofe  Ills  o'erlook'd  by  Hundreds  of  her  Kind. 

But  gracious  Heaven  by  its  Law  affign'd 
More  Griefs  and  Glories  for  the  noble  Mind  j 

Where 


POEMS  onfeveral  Occafans.          3 
Where  awful  Reafon  gives  a  piercing  Ray, 
And  clears  the  Spirit  for  a  brighter  Day. 
Thofe  honed  Beams  if  we  attempt  to  fhun, 
How  {hall  we  bear  with  an  immortal  Sun  ? 

Then  Patience  follows,  dill  to  Reafon  true  -3 
The  Saint's  bed  Virtue,  and  his  Comfort  too ; 
Who  fmooths  the  Ills  from  which  me  can't  defend  j 
The  Sick-mun's  Cordial,  and  the  Poor-man's  Friend. 
This,  Stella,  This,  will  chear  the  aking  Bread, 
And  Hope  our  PafTage  to  the  Realms  of  Red. 
This  helps  the  Good  to  look  Affliction  through, 
Tho'  Friends  forfake,  and  Enemies  purfue. 
'Tis  this  that  makes  the  gentle  Bofom  glow, 
And  rife  fuperior  through  its  Weight  of  Woe. 
Let  this,  O  Stella^  chear  thy  drooping  Soul, 
While  o'er  thy  Roofs  the  fwelling  Tempeds  roll. 
The  fcatter'd  Griefs  fhall  in  their  Seafon  fail, 
And  fmiling  Fortune  turn  the  drifting  Gale : 

B  2  Far 
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Far  from  thy  Head  the  banifli'd  Storm  (hall  fly. 
And  thou  reft  happy  in  a  fairer  Sky.    • 

When  Stella's  Spirit  fhall  be  taught  to  know 
Joy's  proper  Medium,  and  to  fmile  in  Woe  j 
When  her  ftill  Paffions  know  their  due  Degree  j 
Then  teach  !    O  teach  the  happy  Art  to  me  ! 
Me,  who  from  Thought  to  frolic  Fancy  fkim, 
Now  wrapt  in  Morals,  and  now  loft  in  Whim ; 
While  a  ftrange  Group  of  mingled  Paffions  fway, 
That  rule  by  Changing,  and  by  Turns  obey  : 
Yet,  not  abandoned,  I  would  do  the  beft, 
To  aid  the  Weaknefs  of  this  changing  Breaft, 
And  catch  a  Thought,  its  Errors  to  controul, 
Before  the  Woman  rufhes  on  my  Soul. 


PHOE- 
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PHOEBUS   to  ARTEMISIA. 

Artemijia,  fofteft  of  her  Kind,    \ 
With  Woman's  Features,  but  a  nobler  Mind ;] 
A  manly  Soul,  that's  charmingly  refin'd ; 

All  Hail  to  Her whom  mortal  Swains  obey! 

AJ1  Hail  from  Me the  Monarch  of  the  Day ! 

For  thee  ( lov'd  Mortal ),  for  thy  fake  we  (how 
(  Once  more  )  our  Luftre  to  the  World  below : 
For  thee  we  bid  the  fprouting  Leaves  appear, 
And  blufhing  Infants  of  the  tender  Year: 
For  thee  the  Floods  glide  more  ferenely  by, 
And  gentler  Zephyrs  on  the  Branches  die. 
So  be  thy  Heart  ( releas'd  from  every  111 ) 
Calm  as  the  Winds,  and  as  the  Waters  ft  ill. 
Hear  the  Birds  warble  in  delightful  Strains, 
To  call  my  Fair-one  to  the  healthful  Plains. 

B  3  Hafte 
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Hafte  then !  O  hafte !  to  Mira's  rural  Bow'rs, 
And  my  glad  Beams  mall  gild  the  chearful  Hours. 
No  fickly  Blaft  mall  taint  the  purer  Sky, 
Nor  rattling  Tempeft  through  the  Groves  mall  fly. 
Come,  thou  dear  Nymph,  fo  long  ador'd  by  mej 
For  (truft  me)  Dapbne  never  charm'd  like  thee. 
Come  then !  O,  come !  and  dread  no  piercing  Wind: 
'Tis  Phcebus  felf  has  promis'd  to  be  kind : 
Come,  when  yon  Dial  points  to  Number  Three ;  ' 
For  dial's. the  Hour  moftly  bleft  by  me: 
>Tis:then  I  fliine  with  more  propitious  Ray; 
Difpel  the  Clouds,  and  give  a  brighter  Day. 
So  may  thy  Verfe  through  'diflant  Ages  run, 
Still  the  bright  Image  of  its  Parent  Sun; 
Whilft  I  with  Pleafure  £hall  its  Birth  declare, 
And  guard  my  Offspring  witH  a  Father's  Care. 

But  fee,  alas ! — where  lonely  Mira  weeps, 
And  to  her  Bofom  pale  Defpondence  creeps, 

Left 
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Left  you  refufe — Be  merciful — for  She 
(Tis  true)  I  pity  y  tho'  I  love  but  Thee. 


MAN  the  MONARCH. 

A   Maz'd  we  read  of  Nature's  early  Throes : 
.    How  the  fair  Heav'ns  and  pond'rous  Earth 

arofe : 

How  blooming  Trees  unplanted  firft  began ; 
And  Beafts  fubmiffive  to  their  Tyrant,  Man: 
To  Man,  inverted  with  defpotic  Sway, 
While  his  mute  Brethren  tremble  and  obey  j 
Till  Heav'n  beheld  him  infolently  vain, 
And  check'd  the  Limits  of  his  haughty  Reign. 
Then  from  their  Lord  the  rude  Deferters  fly, 
And,  grinning  back,  his  fruitlefs  Rage  defy ; 
Pards,  Tygers,  Wolves,  to  gloomy  Shades  retire, 
And  Mountain-Goats  in  purer  Gales  refpire. 

B4  To 
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To  humble  Valleys,  where  foft  Flowers  blow, 
And  fatt'ning  Streams  in  cryftal  Mazes  flow, 
Full  of  new  Life,  the  untam'd  Courfers  run, 
And  roll,  and  wanton,  in  the  chearful  Sun; 
Round  their  gay  Hearts  the  dancing  Spirits  rife, 
And  roufe  the  Lightnings  in  their  rolling  Eyes : 
To  cragged  Rocks  definitive  Serpents  glide, 
Whofe  mofTy  Crannies  hide  their  fpeckled  Pride ; 
And  monftrous  Whales  on  foamy  Billows  ride. 
Then  joyful  Birds  afcend  their  native  Sky : 
But  where !  ah !  where,  fhall  helplefs  Woman  fly  ? 

Here  fmiling  Nature  brought  her  choiceft  Stores, 
And  rofeat  Beauty  on  her  Fav'rite  pours : 
Pleas'd  with  her  Labour,  the  officious  Dame 
With-held  no' Grace  would  deck  the  rifing  Frame. 
Then  vie  w'd  her  Work,  and  view'd,  andfmil'd  again, 
And  kindly  whifper'd,  Daughter,  live,  and  reign. 
But  now  the  Matron  mourns  her  lateft  Care, 
And  fees  the  Sorrows  of  her  darling  Fairj 

Beholds 
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Beholds  a  Wretch,  whom  fhe  defign'd  a  Queen  y 
And  weeps  that  e'er  fhe  form'd  the  weak  Machine. 
In  vain  fhe  boafts  her  Lip  of  fcarlet  Dyes, 
Cheeks  like  the  Morning,  and  far-beaming  Eyes  j 
Her  Neck  refulgent — fair  and  feeble  Arms, 
A  Set  of  ufelefs  and  neglected  Charms. 
She  fuffers  Hardfhip  with  arHi&ive  Moans : 
Small  Tafks  of  Labour  fuit  her  flender  Bones. 
Beneath  a  Load  her  weary  Shoulders  yield, 
Nor  can  her  Fingers  grafp  the  founding  Shield  j 
She  fees  and  trembles  at  approaching  Harms, 
And  Fear  and  Grief  deftroy  her  fading  Charms. 
Then  her  pale  Lips  no  pearly  Teeth  difclofe, 
And  Time's  rude  Sickle  cuts  the  yielding  Rofe. 
Thus  wretched  Woman's  fhort-liv'd  Merit  dies; 
In  vain  to  Wifdom's  facred  Help  fhe  flies ; 
Or  fpajrkling  Wit  but  lends  a  feeble  Aid : 
'Tis  all  Deliriurn  from  a  wrinkled  Maid. 
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A  tattling  Dame,  no  matter  where,  or  who ; 
Me  it  concerns  not — and  it  need  not  you ; 
Once  told  this  Story  to  the  liftening  Mufe, 
Which  we,  as  now  it  ferves  our  Turn,  fliall  ufe. 

When  our  Grandfire  -fnam'd  the  feather'd  Kind, 
Pond'ring  their  Natures  in  his  careful  Mind, 
Twas  then,  if  on  our  Author  we  rely, 
He  view'd  his  Confort  with  an  envious  Eye ; 
Greedy  of  Pow'r,  he  hugg'd  the  tott'ring  Throne  j 
Pleafed  with  Homage,  and  would  reign  alone ; 
And,  better  to  fecure  his  doubtful  Rule, 
Roll'd  his  wife  Eye-balls,  and  pronounc'd  her  Fool 
The  regal  Blood  to  diftant  Ages  runs : 
Sires,  Brothers,  Hufbands,  and  commanding  Sons, 
The  Sceptre  claim ;  and  ev'ry  Cottage  brings 
A  long  Succefiion  of  Domeftic  Kings. 

t  Mrs.  Leapor  frequently  writes  the  Words  Sin,  Fire,  Spirt, 
Hour,  &c.  each  as  if  two  Syllables. 

MOPSUS* 
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M  o  p  s  u  s  ;  or,  "The  CaJlk^Euilder. 

"T  N  Days  of  yore,  ere  Britons  grew  too  wife 

To  court  proud  Fortune,  or  believe  in  Lyes, 
A  Youth  was  born,  his  Father's  only  Son 
(Well  for  his  Sire  he  had  no  more  than  one). 
This  good  old  Man  with  Pleafure  us'd  to  range 
O'er  the  fmall  Limits  of  his  peaceful  Grange ; 
His  Calves  and  Oxen  were  his  only  Care, 
His  homely  Servants,  and  his  frniling  Heir. 
Now  tall  and  ftrait  the  pratling  Infant  grew  j 
A  fprightly  Boy,  with  Cheeks  of  crimfon  Hu$.  ' 
His  Father  placed  him  in  a  Country  School, 
To  learn  Divi/ion,  and  the  Golden  Rule : 
But  when  the  fair  afpiring  Youth  began 
To  walk  on  Tiptoe  to  the  Verge  of  Man  ; 

His 
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His  difcontented  Thoughts  began  to  rove 
Beyond  the  Profpect  of  his  Father's  Grove. 
In  vain  the  Hawthorn  fpreads  her  fnowy  Pride, 
And  the  pale  Lily  gilds  the  Fountain-Side : 
He  loaths  the  Country,  and  his  Fellow  S  wains ; 
For  mighty  Projects  fill  his  working  Brains : 
And  when  black  Shade  inverts  the  fleepy  Sky, 
And  the  ftill  Herds  on  dewy  Hillocks  lie  j 
When  reftlefs  Nature  finds  herfelf  repos'd, 
And  lazy  Eyelids  are  in  Slumber  clos'd ; 
Then  Fancy  bore  the  metamorphos'd  Swain 
Far  from  his  Neat-herds,  and  defpifed  Plain; 
By  Slaves  attended  -t  drawn  by  mining  Wheels ; 
With  flowing  Purple  at  his  graceful  Heels  ; 
With  royal  Gold  his  manly  Temples  crown'd  j 
And  thus  the  Monarch  took  his  awful  Round ; 
Till  fpiteful  Morning  rais'd  her  Infant  Brow, 
And  call'd  the  Prince  to  guide  his  flavifh  Plough. 


But 
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But  ftill  to  Court  our  happy  Youth  could  fpeed 
Without  th'Affiftance  of  Inchanter's  Reed; 
Sometimes  a-hunting  with  his  Lordmip  ride, 
Or  loll  on  Couches,  wrapt  in  (ilken  Pride : 
But  when  the  Soul  her  gay  Excurfions  made, 
His  ftupid  Limbs  forgot  their  ufual  Trade ; 
In  folemn  Paufes  he  would  often  ftand, 
And  drop  the  Pitch-fork  from  his  carelefs  Hand. 
This  ftrange  Behaviour  much  amaz'd  his  Sire, 
And  oft  the  Caufe  his  Fondnefs  would  enquire : 
The  tattling  Gofiips  too  their  Cenfures  move : 
Some  call'd  it  Phrenfy,  and  fome  thought  it  Love. 

It  happen'd  on  a  Summer's  lovely  Morn, 
As  mufmg  Mopfus  wander'd  through  the  Corn, 
Where  nodding  Poppies  dropt  with  pearly  Dew, 
And  the  pure  ^Ether  wore  a  healthy  Blue ; 
His  Ear  was  grated  by  a  noify  Train, 
Who  call'd  for  Pity  in  a  canting  Strain. 

One 
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One  fubtle  Beldam,  of  the  fwarthy  Band, 
Said  with  a  Smile — and  gently  grafp'd  his  Hand  5 
I'll  tell  thee  what  mall  hap  in  future  Days, 
How  thou  by  Marriage  malt  thy  Fortune  raife : 
I'll  tell  thee  too  what  Love-fick  Maids  mall  die 
For  thofe  fweet  Features,  and  that  leering  Eye. 
This  pretty  Jargon  won  the  cheated  Clown, 
Who  ilily  dropt  the  Sibyl  Half  a  Crown. 
The  Pelf  with  Joy  the  fable  Matron  view'd ; 
Then  blefs'd  her  Patron,  and  her  Tale  purfu'd. 
Lay  down  thy  Fork,  and  throw  thy  Scrip  afidei 
I  fee,  my  Lad,  I  fee  thy  wealthy  Bride ; 
See  her  gilt  Chariot  cut  the  fmoaking  Fields, 
And  twelve  gay  Youths  attend  the  gaudy  Wheels. 
She's  tall,  with  Skin  as  fair  as  dropping  Snow; 
And  her  black  Eyes  are  like  the  ripen'd  Sloe. 
Ah,  lucky  Youth ! — my  noble  Lord,  I  mean, 
Go  change  your  Drefs,  and  leave  the  ruflic  Plain  -, 
For  the  next  Journey  you  fliall  take,  be  fure 
Youll  find  this  Lady  at  her  Father's  Door. 

2  Obferve 
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Obferve  her  wdl :  I  told  you  fhe  was  fair : 
Her  Eyes  are  black,  and  fo's  her  curling  Hair: 
Take  Courage,  Lad  :  Purfue  her  clofe,  my  Son  : 
Fair  Ladies  never  are  by  Cowards  won. 
This  faid,  they  part :  The  Matron  takes  her  Way 
O'er  the  brown  Fields,  in  Search  of  further  Prey. 
Mute  flood  the  Youth— This  pleafingPicture  brought 
The  bright  Jllethia  to  his  roving  Thought ; 
Alethia  fair,  by  (hining  Peers  ador'd, 
The  wealthy  Heirefs  of  a  neighb'ring  Lord. 
'Tis  true,  the  Virgin  is  of  high  Degree : 
But  who  fhall  alter  what  the  Fates  decree  ? 
Tranfported,  Mopfus  to  his  Home  return'd, 
Where  his  fwelPd  Heart  with  Expectation  burn'd : 
In  vain  his  Mother  wholfome  Meat  provides ; 
For  down  his  Throat  no  fav'ry  Morfel  glides ; 
Till  to  his  Bed  the  tired  Sun  withdrew, 
And  fummon  cl  Mopfus  to  his  Chamber  too. 
There,  with  diforder'd  Limbs,  and  waking  Eyes, 

Stretch'd  on  his  Couch,  the  fev'rifh  Lover  lies. 

So 
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So  deathlefs  Heroes,  as  Romances  fhow,  "1 

Nor  Calls  of  Sleep,  nor  pinching  Hunger  know;  i 

But  with  thin  Diet  mere  Immortals  grow.  J 


Old  Night  had  more  than  half  her  Progrefs  run> 
The  Stars  grew  paler  at  the  diftant  Sun 3 
The  chearful  Eaft  was  ftreak'd  with  lighter  Grey  > 
And  the  mrill  Lark  began  to  look  for  Day  • 
The  Sky  was  clear,  the  Zephyrs  gently  blew ; 
When  daring  Mopfus  left  the  fleeping  Crew. 
With  Face  clean  wam'd,  and  in  his  beft  Array, 
In  queft  of  Fortune,  took  his  defp'rate  Way. 

Five  Miles  from  hence,  uppn  a  riling  Plain, 
Rich  with  green  Furrows  of  the  promis'd  Grain, 
A  fhining  Palace  met  the  raviih'd  Eye, 
Whofe  gilded  Spires  feem'd  to  reach  the  Sky. 
The  great  CoreJlus  did  inhabit  there, 
Aletbia'%  Father,  and  a  gen'rous  Peer. 

It 
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It  chanc'd  this  Morn,  that,  reftlefs  in  her  Mind, 
Alethia  rofe  before  her  ufual  Time  *  j 
And  to  the  Park,  alone,  fhe  took  her  Way, 
To  fhare  the  Beauties  of  the  infant  Day, 
While  Ph&bus  darted  from  his  blazing  Wheels 
His  flanting  Rays  along  the  glifl'ring  Fields : 
Acrofs  that  Path  the  Virgin  chanc'd  to  roam, 
Which  led  our  Mopfus  tow'rd  the  lofty  Dome. 
The  Youth,  whofeFeatures  own'd  the  muteSurprizc, 
Stood  like  a  Pojl  *,  and  fix'd  his  flupid  Eyes: 
The  confcious  Nymph  beheld  him  with  a  Frown ; 
And  turn'd  afide,  to  fhun  the  gazing  Clown  : 
But  Mopfus  followed,  and  refolvd*  to  try, 
Nor  let  th/Occafion  pafs  neglected  by. 
He  firft  accofts  her  with  a  Scrape  profound, 
And  made  his  Bonnet  kifs  the  humble  Ground. 

*  In  the  Original,  a  Pin  is  fluck  againft  the  Word  Time ;  alfo, 
againft  the  Words,  Stood  like  a  Pojl ;  and  a  little  lower,  againft 
the  Word  refoh'd ;  which  feem  intended  to  be  alter'd  for  fome 
other,  had  the  Authrefs  lived  to  revife  her  Works. 

Where-ever  the  Finis  found  for  the  future,  anAfteri(k[*j 
will  be  inferted. 

C  "  Madam, 
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<f  Madam,  I  find  the  Gipfy's  Words  are  true; 
c<  And  my  kind  Stars  have  fent  me  here  to  You : 
<J  It  muft  be  You,  becaufe  you  are  fo  fair  : 
"  Your  Eyes  are  black,  and  fo's  your  curling  Hair. 
<f  I  pr,ay  forgive  me-~-Though  my  Birth  be  low, 
"  'Tis  vain  to  ftruggle  with  the  Fates,  you  know." 
This  broken  Speech  the  Virgin  heard  with  Pain, 
Nor  guefs'd  the  Meaning  of  the  limple  Swain; 
But  judg'd  of  Mopfus  by  the  common  Rule, 
And  fear'd  the  Villain  lurk'd  beneath  the  Fool. 
Then  for  Relief  me  rais'd  a  fearful  Cry : 
The  frighted  Servants  to  their  Miftrefs  fly. 
The  foft  Valet  that  fcented  of  Perfume, 
The  fturdy  Keeper,  and  the  dirty  Groorrt, 
On  wretched  Mopfus  each  his  Fury  throws, 
And  round  his  Temples  rain'd  a  Storm  of  Blows ; 
Hands,  Canes,  and  Clubs  together  chiming  in, 
Till  his  Bones  rattled  in  his  batter'd  Skin. 

Then 
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Then  forely  bruis'd,  they  drag  the  Youth  along, 
Whofe  Eyes  alone  implore  the  cruel  Throng 
For  mighty  Fear  had  ftopt  his  feeble  Tongue. 


™g>   I 

'  i 


The  Slaves,  obedient  to  their  Matter's  Gall, 
Conduct  their  Victim  to  the  fpacious  Hall : 
Coreilus  frown'd,  and  with  a  haughty  Air 
Firft  afk'd  his  Name,  and  next  his  Bufinefs  there. 
The  Youth,  whofeCheeksbetray'd  his  growingFears, 
From  his  wan  Eye-balls  poufd  a  Flood  of  Tears, 
Confefs'd  the  Project  of  his  teeming  Brain, 
And  told  the  late  Adventure  of  the  Plain. 
Then  fmil'd  the  Baron,  and  addrefs'd  the  Swain: 

My  Lord your  Servant — for  not  lefs,  I  find, 

No  meaner  Title  fuits  your  lofty  Mind  : 
But  you  muft  learn  to  ufe  refulgent  Arms, 
E'er  you  can  merit  bright  Aletbia's  Charms ; 
To  march  thro'  Defarts,  and  with  Monfters  fight, 
And  mare  the  Labours  of  a  doughty  Knight ; 

C  2  Make 
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Make  trembling  Nations  to  her  Beauty  yield, 
And  fummon  Giants  to  the  hoftile  Field : 
By  this  our  fturdy  Fathers  us'd  to  prove 
Their  Right  to  Fame,  and  to  their  Ladies  Love ; 
Tho'  of  their  Deeds  the  long-revolving  Years 
Have  left  no  Witnefs,  but  their  rufty  Spears ; 
And  our  rebellious  Sons  refufe  to  quake 
At  Arthur's  Name,  or  Lane  lot  of  the  Lake : 
But  I  expect,  before  you  claim  your  Prize, 
My  fair  Aletbia^  with  the  charming  Eyes, 
That  you  exceed  them  in  the  Slaying  Trade, 
And  fpit  fell  Dragons  on  your  fmoking  Blade. 
If  thefe  Conditions  make  your  flitting  Mind, 
Then  (till  be  Mopfus,  and  a  peaceful  Hind : 
Range  o'er  your  Fields,  and  keep  your  fnowy  Fold 
From  Summer  Surfeits,  and  the  Winter's  Cold  : 
Let  thy  white  Pigs  and  tender  Poultry  (hare 
Thy  lov'd  Afliftance,  and  thy  daily  Care : 
From  hungry  Vermin  guard  thy  Autumn  Store, 
And  truft  thofe  tawny  Oracles  no  more. 

Here 
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Here  ceas'd  the  Baron  5  but  the  noify  Train 
With  loud  Huzza's  purfue  the  baffled  Swain ; 
Who  fought  his  Cottage  with  afHifted  Mind, 
And  left  Alethia  and  the  Rout  behind. 

Now  wretched  Mopfus  through  the  neighb'ring 

Towns, 

The  Sport  of  Milkmaids,  and  the  Jeft  of  Clowns, 
Abhors  the  Beams  of  all-reviving  Light, 
And  hides  in  Corners,  like  the  Bird  of  Night. 

Twice  three  revolvingMoons  theirCourfe  had  run, 
Since  our  fad  Hero  laft  beheld  the  Sun : 
But  thofe  low  Buildings,  that  his  Limbs  confin'd, 
Were  much  too  bafe  to  hold  his  lofty  Mind. 
His  roving  Spirit  took  her  ufual  Rounds, 
O'er  diftant  Mountains,  and  majeftic  Towns ; 
From  Place  to  Place  romantic  Fancy  flew  j 
But  London  glitter'd  in  the  faireft  View; 

C  3  And 
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And  ftrong  Defires  led  his  panting  Soul, 
To  feaft  where  'Thames  renowned  Waters  roll. 
His  Temper  ne'er  was  taught  to  brook  Delay : 
He  thinks,  refolves,  and  meditates  the  Way. 

When  the  ftill  Village  took  its  ufual  Reft, 
And  vexing  Care  had  left  the  Peafant's  Breaft : 
When  drowfy  Robin  on  his  Couch  repos'd, 
And  Sa/fy's  Eyelids  were  in  Slumber  clos'd  ; 
Then  Fancy  drew  before  his  rolling  Brain 
The  gay  Delulions  of  a  mining  Dream. 
His  mimic  Steeds  conduct  the  Youth  with  Eafe 
To  Balls,  AfTemblies,  Drawing-rooms,  and  Plays, 
Before  him  now  thofe  pompous  Scenes  appear, 
Which  in  Defcription  charm'd  his  raviflvd  Ear : 
He  dines  with  Lords  on  Plates  of  folid  Gold, 
And  talks  with  Ladies  he  muft  ne'er  behold. 
One  pictur'd  Beauty  pleas'd  the  cheated  Boy  5 
Fair  as  Alethia,  and  not  half  fo  coy : 

But 
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But,  as  he  reach'd  to  grafp  the  blooming  Fair, 
His  baffled  Arms  enfold  a  neighboring  Chair. 
The  rough  Embrace  awoke  the  ftarting  Swain, 
And  put  a  Finis  to  the  golden  Dream : 
Then,  rifing  hafty,  he  refolv'd  to  fly 
Beneath  the  Covert  of  the  dufky  Sky. 
Thought  only  makes  our  Enterprizes  cool; 
And  daring  Mopfus  fcorn'd  to  live  by  Rule: 
But  yet  he  fear'd  his  Purfe  would  fcarce  defray 
The  doubtful  Charges  of  the  tedious  Way. 
Then  fraudful  Need,  that  waits  on  each  Degree, 
The  Thief's  Temptation,  and  the  Poet's  Fee, 
Inftrucled  careful  Mopfus ,  where  to  run, 
And,  without  Bond,  receive  the  ufeful  Sum. 
His  good  old  Sire  had  in  his  Coffer  told 
Thrice  ten  Broad-pieces  of  refulgent  Gold  ; 
Which  for  his  Landlord  in  bright  Order  lay, 
And  only  wait  their  Doom  at  Quarter- Day : 
Thefe  Mopfus  wifely  in  his  Pocket  ftow'd, 
Smil'd  at  their  Weight,  and  mook  the  pleafing  Load; 
C  4  Then 
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Then  with  foft  Pace  he  trod  the  founding  Floor, 
And  laft  with  Caution  (hut  the  creaking  Door. 
Farewel,  he  cry'd,  low  Roofs,  and  humble  Walls !  1 
Me  kinder  Stars  and  better  Fortune  calls  > 

To  ftately  Caftles,  and  to  {hining  Halls.  J 

Now  Chanticleer  more  loud  began  to  fing,  v 
Stretch'dhis  long  Neck , and  clapp'd  his  joyfulWing^ 
Till  to  his  Voice  the  little  Roofs  rebound, 
And  the  Clock  anfwer'd  with  a  folemn  Sound. 
Three  times  the  Hammer  flruck  the  jarring  Bell, 
When  jolly  Mopfus  took  his  long  Farewel, 
And  fped  his  Way  to  that  majeftic  Town, 
Where  Paul's  fair  Temple  rears  its  lofty  Crown. 
Five  Days  did  he  the  toilfome  March  purfue, 
With  fparing  Diet,  and  Adventures  few : 
But  the  fixth  Morn  before  his  ravim'd  Eyes 
Through  fmoaky  Clouds  the  haughty  Buildings  rife. 
Now  Hunger  calls ;  an  111  he  fain  would  cure; 
But  none  invite  him  through  their  friendly  Door; 

And 


POEMS  on  fever al  Occa/ions.        25 
And  Mopfus,  who  was  lately  taught  to  fear, 
Thought  ev'ry  Manfion  held  a  fcornful  Peer. 
From  Street  to  Street  he  wander'd  thro'  the  Croud, 
Much  wond'ring  how  they  durft  to  bawl  fo  loud  : 
He'd  often  ftart,  expecting  ev'ry  Scream 
Would  wake  a  Countefs  in  her  Morning  Dream. 

Now  Chloe,  who  fat  up  till  Four  at  Play, 
Made  ftiift  by  Twelve  to  rife,  and  drink  her  Tea, 
The  bufy  Footmen  with  their  How-d'ye's  run : 
The  Park  grew  brilliant,  and  the  rolling  Sun 
In  his  meridian  Throne  began  to  (hine, 
And  Mopfus1  Stomach  call'd  aloud  for  Chine. 
Then  by  a  Stall,  where  tempting  Apples  lay, 
He  took  his  Station,  and  refolv'd  to  flay, 
Till  Fortune,  ftill  propitious  to  the  Bold, 
Should  lead  him  fome  where,  e'er  the  Meat  was  cold. 
It  chanc'd  a  rev'rend  Dame  was  paifing  by, 
Who  caft  on  Mop/its  an  experienc'd  Eye. 

This 
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This  Matron  had,  as  by  her  Face  appears, 

In  public  Service  fpent  her  youthful  Years : 

Now  grown  too  ugly  in  herfelf  to  pleafe, 

She  thrives  by  Trade,  and  takes  her  needful  Eale. 

She  underftood  her  Bufmefs  to  a  Hair; 

Knew  to  a  Peny  what  her  Stocks  would  bear : 

When  ruin'd  Beauty  to  her  Mart  came  in ; 

A  wife  Director  in  the  Bank  of  Sin. 

This  Beldam  view'd  him  as  an  eafy  Prey, 

That  little  Pains  required  to  betray : 

Drew  near  the  Serpent,  and  her  practis'd  Guile, 

With  a  low  Court'fy,  and  a  fawning  Smile. 

Hail,  Fortune's  Fav'rite,  whom  fhe courts  fo  young  ! 

Frem  as  the  Fields  from  whence  thy  Beauty  fprung ! 

I  come,  induc'd  by  charitable  Laws, 

To  plead  in  Love  and  Beauty's  gentle  Caufe. 

A  Nymph  there  is,  excelling  half  her  Kind, 

In  charming  Features,  and  a  fprightly  Mind. 

Nay,  more,  attend  to  what  I  next  unfold; 

Ten  thoufand  Pounds  of  all- enchanting  Gold 
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A  doating  Grandame  left  her,  when  (he  dy'd: 
How  blefl  the  Youth  that  wins  the  blooming  Bride  ! 
But  let  me  now  thy  ftrict  Attention  hold ; 
For  Truths  like  thefe  fhould  be  in  Whifpers  told : 
Thy  artlefs  Charms  have  won  the  fmiling  Dame, 
Who  for  thy  fake  refufes  Wealth  and  Fame. 
Now  fpeak  thy  Mind,  fweet  Youth,  and  let  me  bear 
A  gentle  Sentence  to  the  doubting  Fair. 

At  this  Confufion  feiz'd  the  ravifh'd  Swain ; 
He  bow'd,  and  blufh'd;  and  blufh'd,  and  bow'd 

again. 

The  fubtle  Dame  beheld  him  at  a  Stand, 
And  with  a  Smile  me  grafp'd  his  willing  Hand. 
Come  on,  fhe  cries ;  the  fair  Occafion  calls. 
And  led  the  Shepherd  to  her  fmoaky  Walls, 
Where  Celia  waited,  in  her  Beft  array 'd; 
Celiay  the  fair,  the  wretched,  ruin'd  Maid, 
Whofe  fatal  Charms  an  early  Conqueft  'came  ; 
A  young  Proficient  in  the  School  of  Shame. 

This 
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This  guileful  Nymph  receiv'd  the  fimple  Swain 
With  feign'd  Confufion,  and  a  bafhful  Mien : 
But  Dreams  of  Glory  fill'd  the  ravifh'd  Boy, 
And  his  flufh'd  Features  own'd  the  prefent  Joy. 
He  ft.ruts  already  with  imagin'd  Fame, 
And  gaz'd  with  Rapture  on  the  {hining  Dame : 
And  now  are  loft  in  Cetiafs  charming  Face 
Alethicfs  Conqueft,  and  his  own  Difgrace. 

But,  Dinner  comes  ;  Ragouts  and  Fricafies 
With  Sawces  flronger  than  a  Dutchman's  Cheefe3 
Are  ferv'd  together  in  a fmoking  Row; 
To  hungry  Mopfus  a  delightful  Show  : 
Next,  ruddy  Wine  the  fprightly  Banquet  crown'd ; 
And  then  foft  Voices  to  enchanting  Sound ; 
While  our  brifk  Youth,  unread  in  future  Harms, 
In  the  gay  Bumpers  toafted  Celta's  Charms. 
But  now  the  Fumes  afcend  his  glowing  Brain, 
And  mighty  Sleep  arrefts  the  feeblp  Swain ; 

His 
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His  carelefs  Head  againft  the  Table  fell, 
And  his  dim  Eye-balls  bid  the  World  farewel : 
With  Joy  the  Damfel  heard  her  Victim  fnore, 
And  from  his  Purfe  extracts  the  fhining  Ore. 

It  chanc'd  a  Thief  had  lately  'fcap'd  the  Hands 
Of  frowning  Juftice,  and  her  awful  Bands : 
To  thefe  fam'd  Walls  the  Villain  feem'd  to  fteer, 
And,  as  fufpected,  found  his  Refuge  there : 
The  raging  Crew  purfue  their  deftin'd  Game, 
And  fearch  the  Manfion  of  the  guilty  Dame. 
The  Houfe  was  clear'd  of  all ;  they  only  found 
Unhappy  Mopfus  fleeping  on  the  Ground. 
A  Place  there  is,  at  whofe  unpleafing  Name 
Starts  the  pale  Sinner,  and  his  frighted  Dame ; 
Where  the  hard  Wretch,  whom  Lectures  ne'er  could 

charm, 

Is  taught  Repentance  by  a  Ruler's  Arm-; 
While  lifted  Hammers  make  the  Roofs  rebound, 
And  fwelling  Curfes  aid  the  dreadful  Sound. 

Here 
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Here  thefe  relentlefs  drag  the  trembling  Swain, 
In  ipiteof  Pray'rs,  and  Tears  that  flow  in  vain  j 
For  tho'  no  Witnefs  of  his  Guilt  appear, 
Twas  thought  fufficient  that  they  found  him  there. 

Now  Mopfes,  weeping  for  his  native  Bow'rs, 
Exclaims  at  Fate,  and  blames  the  cruel  Pow'rs; 
His  injur'd  Father  to  his  Soul  appears, 
And  his  fick  Eyes  behold  a  Mother's  Tears. 
He  fighs  for  Pity;  but  his  Sighs  are  vain: 
No  Friend  was  near,  to  aid  the  ftarving  Swain : 
Againft  pale  Hunger  'twas  in  vain  to  ftand  : 
He  wrote  a  Letter  wi*h  his  trembling  Hand, 
Whofe  homely  Phrafe  in  little,  writ,  could  {how 
A  Son's  Misfortunes,  and  a  Father's  Woe ; 
Exploring  *  how  he  muft  in  Prifon  die 
Without  their  Mercy,  and  a  fmall  Supply. 
Thefe  Lines  arriv'd,  to  wound  a  Father's  Eyes : 
And  his  fad  Mother  fills  the  Air  with  Cries: 

Her 
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Her  ftately  Cheefes  in  a  trice  were  fold : 
Her  Hufband  turn'd  his  Oxen  into  Gold : 
Then,  with  a  Caution  to  be  wild  no  more, 
They  to  their  Darling  fend  the  welcome  Ore. 
Now  ftruts  the  Youth-^— His  SurFrings  a*  an  End ; 
The  Prince  of  Brideivel,  and  the  Ruler's  Friend. 
A  pow'rful  Guinea  brib'd  the  Keeper's  Will : 
He  gain'd  his  Freedom  -,  and  the  Law  was  ftill. 

A  Peer  there  was  within  the  Skirts  of  Fame, 
A  Vifcount ;  Simper  was  the  Hero's  Name ; 
A  gentle  Lord,  much  honour'd  by  the  Fair 
For  his  rich  Sword-knot,  and  his  curling  Hair. 
This  Chief,  while  lucklefs  Mopfus  was  confin'd, 
Had  learn'd  the  Story  of  our  wand'ring  Hind : 
A  Fool  he  wanted  long  ;  but  never  yet 
Judg'd  one  fo  aptly  for  his  Purpofe  fit. 
Whether  by  Chance,  or  by  the  Fates  Decree, 

Uncertain,  Mopfus but  he  fix'd.  on  thee. 

A 
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A  Sage  he  bir'd,  whofe  deeply-thoughtful  Skull 

Could  teach  the  Vulgar  when  the  Moon  was  full  ; 

Who  fcatter'd  Hate  among  the  friendly  Stars, 

And  made  e'en  Venus  retrograde  to  Mars. 

His  Lordmip  pofled  this  prophetic  Seer 

Away  to  Mopfus,  with  a  fawning  Leer, 

To  {hew  his  Art,  and  for  a  little  Sum 

Inform  our  Youth  of  Ages  yet  to  come. 

This  lucklefs  Shepherd,  who  would  fain  be  wife, 

On  the  Mock- Wizard  fix'd  his  ardent  Eyes ; 

Three  times  he  bow'd,  and  blefs'd  the  awful  Man : 

This  Greeting  paft Sir  Sidrophel  began. 

0  happy  Youth !  Couldft  thou  behold,  like  me, 
What  the  kind  Stars  have  now  in  Store  for  thee ! 
What  Time  fair  Venus  triumph'd  o'er  thy  Form* 
In  the  fame  Houfe  a  noble  Lord  was  born. 
Nay,  hold — cries  Mopfus — by  my  Father's  Sins, 

j  think  you're  wrong — my  Mother  ne'er  had  Twins: 

1  came  that  Year  my  Father  built  his  Barns ; 
Old  Winfred  bore  me  fqualling  in  her  Arms. 

Twas 
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'Twas  Valentine  t  of  all  the  Days  i'th'  Year, 
As  I  remember  -t  fure  no  Lord  was  there. 

Here  fmil'd  the  Sage — and  thus  purfu'd  his  Tale: 
Nay,  pr'ythee  mind  me ;  for  I  feldom  fail. 
This  noble  Lord,  the  Axle  of  your  Fate, 
'Tis  he  muft  raife  you  from  your  humble  State. 
But  flay — methinks  I  fee  a  double  Caufe : 
O,  now  I  find  j  there's  Marriage  in  the  Claufe : 
His  Lordmip's  Sifter— Yes,  it  muft  be  She. 
When  this  mall  come  to  pafs — remember  me. 

Here  ceas'd  the  Oracle — The  ravi&'d  Boy, 
Whofe  fparkling  Eyes  eonfefs'd  the  welcome  Joy, 
Two  Guineas  gave — and  whifper'd  in  his  Ear, 
On  Marriage- Day  Two  hundred  Pounds  a  Year. 

Next  comes  a  Footman,  with  obfequious  Mien  j 
Strait  as  a  Lath,  and  as  a  Pafture,  green  3 
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TWO  Pounds  of  Powder  round  his  Temples  fpread, 

And  pale  as  Mario,  when  his  Finger  bled. 

Good  Matter  What-d-ye-call^  if  that's  your  Name ; 

My  Bus'nefs  is  with  you — Yes,  Sir,  the  fame. 

Why  then,  in  brief,  my  Lord  has  fent  to  call 

Your  charming  Prefence  to  his  ftately  Hall  5 

And,  if  you  pleafe,  I'd  lead  you  with  me  now. 

The  ravifh'd  Shepherd  anfwer'd  with  a  Bow. 

Now  joyful  Mopfus  blefs'd  the  Fates  again  •, 
All  his  paft  SufPrings  feem  an  idle  Dream ; 
And  the  fly  Guardian  led  his  fimple  Ward 
To  the  proud  Palace  of  his  wanton  Lord. 
The  wond'ring  Boy,  with  Rapture  and  Surprize, 
Round  the  gay  Parlours  roll'd  his  dazled  Eyes  j 
Where  gaudy  Carpets  prefs  the  aking  Sight, 
And  the  Pier-Glafs  reflects  a  glaring  Light. 
There  gilt  Buffets  their  (hining  Doors  unfold, 
And  here  foft  Paintings,  in  a  Verge  of  Gold. 
Now  thro'  his  Brain  the  ufual  Vapours  fly, 
From  the  fage  Prophet  to  the  Gypfy's  Lye  j 

Quick 
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Quick  and  more  quick  the  nimble  Spirits  flow, 
And  fanfy'd  Honours  round  his  Temples  glow. 

But  fee,  my  Lord,  in  courtly  Dimabille, 
Jufl  wak'd  from  Dreams  of  Hazard  and  Quadrille ; 
At  ev'ry  Step  he  took  a  lazy  Yawn, 
And  his  pale  Cheek  confefs'd  the  Morning  Qualm  j 
Firft  turn'd  afide,  and  whifper'd  with  his  Man  5 
And  then  his  Lordfhip  with  a  Smile  began : 
Accept  an  Office,  gentle  Swain,  he  cry'd, 
Which  Numbers  feek,  and  Crouds  have  been  deny'd : 
A  tender  Charge  I  to  your  Care  confign, 
A  beauteous  Sifter,  and  that  Sifter  mine. 
Your  Faith  I  afk,  and  only  That  defire, 
The  firft  Perfe&ion  of  a  Lady's  'Squire. 

Your  Taflc  is  only  to  oblige  the  Fair ; 
A  foft  Employment,  and  a  pleafing  Care : 
Confult  your  Eafe;  — *'tis  much  the  fame  to  me: 
Chufe  what  you  like,  and  let  your  Choice  be  free. 
D  2  Here 


36       Po  E  M  s  on  feveral  Occajlons. 
Here  ceas'd  the  Baron — but  the  gazing  Boy 
Stood  wrapt  in  Vifions  of  ecftatic  Joy : 
Loft  in  Amaze,  his  Tongue  could  hardly  ftir ; 
But  foftly  anfwer'd — At  your  Service,  Sir. 

Now  Phyllis  comes,  who  with  her  blafted  Fame 
Had  loft  the  Virtue,  and  the  Senfe  of  Shame  ; 
Agrees  to  wed  the  Fool  her  Lord  prefcribes, 
Won  by  foft  Language,  and  perfuafive  Bribes, 
To  wander  through  the  tedious  Path  of  Life 
A  flighted  Miftrefs,  and  an  odious  Wife. 
Mifs  Philly  plays  the  Prude — looks  wond'rous  grave, 
While  the  good  Lord  prefents  her  humble  Slave ; 
Scarce  deigns  to  fmile  ;  but  with  a  Tcfs  or  two 
Cries,  with  a  Piih,  Perhaps  the  Wretch  may  do. 
Now  *  dufd  Valet,  and  fcented  with  Perfume, 
Our  Mopfus  follow'd  to  his  Lady's  Room  : 
But  the  chang'd  Tyrant  feems  more  humble  now, 
And  fofter  Smiles  adorn  her  gentle  Brow : 

But 
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But  the  fhock'd  Youth  flood  gazing  at  the  Fair, 
Whocall'd  for  Combs,  and  fpread  her  fhiningHair: 
Thro'  Fear  and  Hade  he  flumbles  o'er  the  Stools: 
The  Lady  laughs,  and  calls  him  fifty  Fools : 
She  afks  for  Powder,  Patches,  Paints,  and  Creams : 
Her  Servant  flares,  and  wonders  what  fhe  means. 

Next  Morning,  ere  the  Sun's  refulgent  Eye 
Had  warm'd  the  Curtains  of  the  blufhing  Sky  5 
While  fleeping  Mopfus  on  his  Couch  was  laid, 
Befide  his  Pillow  flood  a  gentle  Maid  : 
A  Billet-doux  her  better  Hand  fupplies; 

She  calls he  flatting,  rubb'd  his  drowfy  Eyes; 

Then  takes  the  Paper,  and  tranfported  fees 
The  Back  fubfcrib'd— To  gentle  Mopfus,  Thefe. 
The  Phrafe  was  fuch  as  warm  Romance  infpires, 
Composed  of  Tortures,  Racks,  and  Darts,  and  Fires : 
The  Subject-matter,  which  the  Lines  contain, 
Was  but  a  Challenge  to  the  fimple  Swain ; 

D  That 
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That  if  he  durft  to  meet  the  defp'pate  Fair 
In  yonder  Chapel,  ere  the  Hour  of  Pray'r; 
The  ready  Prieft  fhould  bind  their  faithful  Hands, 
She  hopes  in  blifsful — but  in  lafting  Bands. 
Then  hafte  !  O  hafte  !  Prevent  the  growing  Day  j 
For  thoufand  Dangers  wait  the  leail  Delay* 

The  Youth,  tranfported  in  the  laft  Extreme, 
Still  rubb'd  his  Eyes,  and  fear'd  'twas  all  a  Dream  : 
Then  itarted  from  his  Bed;  but  while  he  dreft, 
Hugg'd  the  dear  Billet  to  his  glowing  Breaft. 

Now- eager  Mopfus  to  the  Chapel  run; 
Nor  ftay'd  the  Witnefs  of  the  rifmg  Sun  ; 
Where  Phyllis  waited  in  her  mining  Pride, 
And  the  fall'n  Miftrefs  there  commenc'd  a  Bride : 
But  foon,  too  foon,  the  difappointed  Boy 
Found  a  quick  Period  to  his  promised  Joy. 

Now 
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Now  fwells  with  Laughter  the  infulting  Pear ; 
Pale  Mopfus  trembles,  and  the  Servants  fneer  ; 
But,  undeceiv'd,  what  Soul-diftracting  Pain, 
What  fobbing  Anguifh,  fill'd  the  mourning  Swain, 
Who  found,  in  (lead  of  Coronets  and  Fame, 
His  Countefs  dwindled  to  a  Hackney  Dame  ! 
Then,  doubly  wretched,  from  the  Roofs  of  Pride 
The  Youth  retires  with  his  mincing  Bride, 
And  fought  a  Lodging,  neareft  to  the  Sky  j 
Fbr,  tho'  dejected,  ftill  his  Aim  was  high: 
There,  when  five  Nights  had  their  dark  Progrefs  run, 
The  fixth  gay  Morning  brought  a  fmiling  Son. 
But  Mopfust  cold  with  Sorrow  and  Surprize, 
Gaz'd  on  the  Infant  with  affrighted  Eyes : 
The  careful  Nurfe  rich  Cordials  mud:  prepare 
For  his  fick  Lady,  and  adopted  Heir  ; 
While  with  Afflidtion,  better  guefs'd  than  told, 
The  fighing  Hufband  mourns  the  flying  Gold. 

D  4  At 
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At  length  his  Spoufe  bewails  her  Lofs  of  Time, 
Negletted  Beauties,  and  declining  Prime : 
Mult  She,  who  has  by  more  prevailing  Charms 
Divorc'd  a  Countefs  from  her  Hatband's  Arms ; 
Whom  Practice  taught,  and  Nature  form'd  to  pleafc ; 
In  a  loath'd  Garret  fpend  her  irkfome  Days  ? 
No;  let  the  Prude,  that  never  walk'd  aflray, 
'Caufe  none  would  tempt  her  from  the  dubious  Way, 
Grow  lean  with  Railing,  and  with  Envy  pine; 
Be  charming  Freedom  and  foft  Plenty  mine. 
Thus  (he :  And  Fortune  feconds  her  Defire ; 
She  grows  the  Darling  of  a  keeping  'Squire ; 
And  the  foft  Dame,  who  from  the  polilh'd  Times 
Had  learn'd,that  Starving  was  theworft  of  Crimes, 
Refolves  to  leave  her  Spoufe,  and  little  Son, 
To  fhine  once  more,  before  her  Glafs  was  run. 

Thus 


POEMS  on  federal  Occafions.        41 

Thus  happier  Mopfus  loft  the  Scourge  of  Life 
(  So  Unbelievers  often  term  a  Wife ) : 
The  flighted  Infant  too  refign'd  its  Breath, 
And  fought  *  its  Refuge  in  the  Arms  of  Death. 
Now  preflive  Want  induc'd  the  longing  Swain, 
Once  more  to  feek  his  late  defpifed  Plain : 
According  *,  ere  the  regent  Prince  of  Day 
Through  the  cold  Scorpion  drove  his  fhort'ned  Ray, 
Repentant  Mopfus  trudg'd  before  the  Wind, 
And  left  the  City  and  his  Woes  behind. 
No  fhining  Slaves  his  weary  Steps  attend, 
A  Scrip  his  Subftance,  and  a  Staff  his  Friend : 
No  more  thefe  Vifions  in  his  Bofom  fwell  5 
For  his  fick  Heart  has  bid  the  Court  Farewel. 
At  length,  with  Vifage  pale,  and  Garments  poor, 
The  Youth  appeared  before  his  Father's  Door : 
Their  Neighbours  hail  the  late-returning  Boy: 
His  Father  clafp'd  him  with  a  Parent's  Joy : 

His 
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His  Mother's  Eyes  with  Tears  of  Pleafure  run  : 
She  drops  her  Knitting,  to  embrace  her  Son. 

Here  with  calm  Virtue,  and  a  peaceful  Mind, 
In  rural  Plenty,  dwells  the  fober  Hind  : 
His  equal  Days  in  one  fmooth  Tenor  run ; 
The  fame  at  riling  as  declining  Sun: 
No  more  Delufions  in  his  Fancy  rife, 
Grown  grave  by  Sorrow  j  by  Experience  wife. 


An 
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An  Epiftle  to  Artemifia.     On  FAME. 

A  Y,  Artemijla>  do  the  Slaves  of  Fame 
Deferve  our  Pity,  or  provoke  our  Blame  ? 
Whofe  airy  Hopes,  like  fome  new-kindled  Fire, 
A  Moment  blaze,  and  then  in  Smoke  expire  5 
Or  like  a  Babe  i'th'  midft  of  Plenty  cry, 
And  leave  their  Sapper  for  a  painted  Fly. 

Bold  Maro  paints  her  of  gigantic  Size, 
And  makes  her  Forehead  prop  the  lofty  Skies ; 
With  Eyes  and  Ears  he  hung  the  Lady  round, 
And  her  mrill  Clarion  fhook  the  Heavens  around : 
Then  worthy  Names  the  trembling  Notes  prolong, 
And  Aftions  blazing  in  immortal  Song ; 
But,  weary  now,  and  grown  an  antient  Maid, 
Her  Strength  exhaufted,  and  her  Lungs  decay 'd ; 

Her 
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Her  unfpread  Wings  refign  their  plumy  Pride, 
And  her  hoarfe  Trumpet  dangles  by  her  Side. 
A  Handmaid  leads  the  purblind  Dame  along, 
Black  Slander  call'd,  with  never-ceaftng  Tongue ; 
And  when  this  Servant  whifpers  in  her  Ears, 
She  to  her  Mouth  the  heavy  Trumpet  rears : 
The  rattling  Concave  fends  a  horrid  Cry, 
And  fmoking  Scandals  hifs  along  the  Sky ; 
Yet  round  her  ftill  the  fupple  Vot'ries  croud, 
And  pay  Devotion  to  a  painted  Cloud  : 
The  fond  Jxions  fpread  their  longing  Arms, 
And  grafp  a  Vapour  for  a  Juno's  Charms. 

The  Hero  brave,  that  never  knew  to  fhim 
The  pointed  Cannon,   or  the  bunding  Gun, 
Of  Bruifes  vain,  and  prodigal  of  Scars, 
Returns  from  Pillage,  and  fuccefsful  Wars. 
But  if  the  fallen  Rout  refufe  to  pay 
The  vulgar  Triumphs  of  a  noify  Day, 

To 
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To  his  fad  Bofom  pale  Defpondence  creeps, 
And  the  ftern  Soldier  like  an  Infant  weeps : 
Caballing  Sceptics  make  the  frighted  Gown, 
And  Poets  tremble  at  an  Idiot's  Frown : 
The  Scorn  of  Fools  can  pierce  a  noble  Heart, 
And  wound  an  Author  in  the  tend'reft  Part. 

Rich  Merrio  thought,  like  Eaftern  Kings,  to  raife 
By  lofty  Columns  everlafting  Praife  j 
His  broad  Foundations  half  the  Field  furround, 
And  Piles  of  Timber  load  the  finking  Ground. 
This  Heav'n  beheld,  and  fmil'd  at  feeing  Man, 
Whofe  Joy  is  Vapour,  and  whofe  Life  a  Span, 
Who  Death's  black  Warrant  ev'ry  Moment  fears, 
Still  building  Caftles  for  a  thoufand  Years. 
On  this  grand  Wretch  was  pafs'd  an  early  Doom ; 
And  Merrio,  fummon'd  to  the  filent  Gloom, 
Feels,  ere  his  Ey~s  behold  the  glowing  Spires, 
The  Stroke  of  Fate,  and  with  a  Sigh  expires. 

m 


46        POEMS  on  feveral  Occafions. 

All  reas'ning  Creatures,  tho'   by  diff  rent  Ways, 

Would  prove  their  Title  to  a  Share  of  Praife. 

Cornelia's  Praife  confifts  in  plaiting  well ; 

Pa/toras  Fingers  at  a  Knot  excel : 

Her  gaudy  Ribbands  gay  Sabina  furls  j 

But  looks  with  Envy  on  Aurelia*  Curls. 

Unhappy  Delia  thought,  a  fhining  Gown 
Would  gain  Refpect,  and  win  the  gazing  Town  j 
But  Envy  rofe,  to  clip  her  riling  Wings  ; 
And,  grinning  ghaftly  (as  the  Poet  fmgs ), 
In  Claudia's  Shape,  diflblv'd  the  Lady's  Pride, 
And  {lily  whifper'd,  Delta's  Gown  is  dy'd. 

Ev'n  Mira's  Self,  prefuming  on  the  Bays, 
Appears  among  the  Candidates  for  Praife : 
Has  watch'd  Applaufe,  as  from  the  Lips  it  fell ; 
With  whatSuccefs? — Why,that  the  Mufe  {hall  tell. 
May  Artemifia  not  refufe  to  hear  ! 
For  Praife  could  ne'er  offend  her  gentle  Ear. 
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I  count  the  Patrons  of  my  early  Song, 
And  pay  the  Tribute  to  their  Shares  belong : 
What  Sorrows  too  opprefs'd  the  Mufe'sWing, 
Till  your  Good-nature  gave  her  Strength  to  fing ! 

Once  Delpbo  read — Sage  D^£o,learn'd  and  wife, 
O'er  the  fcrawl'd  Paper  cafl  his  judging  Eyes, 
Whofe  lifted  Brows  confefs'd  a  Critic's  Pride, 
While  his  broad  Thumb  mov'd  nimbly  down  the 

Side. 

His  Form  was  like  fome  Oracle  profound : 
.  The  lift'ning  Audience  fo.rm'd  a  Circle  round: 
But  Mira,  fixing  her  prefuming  Eyes 
On  the  ftern  Image,  thus  impatient  cries : 
Sir,  will  they  profper? — Speak  your  Judgment,  pray. 
Replies  the  Statue — Why,  perhaps  they  may. 
For  further  Anfwers  we  in  vain  implore : 
The  Charm  was  over,  and  it  fpoke  no  more. 


Cre/ida 
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Creffida  comes,  the  next  unbidden  Gueft ; 
Small  was  her  Top-knot,  and  her  Judgment  lefs : 
A  decent  Virgin,  bleft  with  idle  Time, 
Now  gingles  Bobbins  j  and  now  ponders  Rhime  : 
Not  ponders — reads  —Not  reads — but  looks  'em  o'er 
To  little  Purpofe,  like  a  thousand  more. 

"  Your  Servant,  Molly  ". 

"  I  am  yours  the  fame  ". 
"  I  pay  this  Viiit,  Molly,  to  yoar  Fame : 
"  'Twas  That  that  brought  me  here  ;  or  let  me  die." 

"  My  Fame's  oblig'd :   And  truly  fo  am  I  ". 
"  Then  fetch  me  fome thing  ;  for  I  muft  not  flay 
"  Above  four  Hours ". 

(t  But  you'll  drink  fome  Tea  "  ? 

We  (ip,  and  read  ;  we  laugh,  and  chat  between. 
<c  The  Air  is  pleafant,  and  the  Fields  are  green. 

"  My 
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ee  Well,  Molly,  fure,  there  never  was  thy  Fellow. 
£C  But  don't  my  Ruffles  look  exceeding  yellow? 

<c  My  Apron's  dirty Mir  a,   well,  I  vow, 

t:  That  Thought  of  yours  was  very  pretty  now. 
"  I've  read  the  like,  tho'  I  forget  the  Place : 
£C  But,  Mrs.  Mirat  How -d'ye  like  my  Lace  ?" 

Afflicted  Mtrat  with  a  languid  Eye, 
Now  views  the  Clock,  and  now  the  Weftern  Sky. 
"  The  Sun  grows  lower :  Will  you  pleafe  to  walk  ? 
"  No;  read  fome  more.  " 

"  But  I  had  rather  talk.  'I 
"  Perhaps  you're  tired.  " 

"  Truly  that  may  be." 
<c  Or  think  me  weak.  " 

"  Why,  Creffy,  Thoughts  are  free.  '* 
At  laft  we  part,  with  Congees  at  the  Door : 
"  I'd  thank  you,  Mira\  but  my  Thanks  are  poor. 
tc  I  wim,  alas!  But  Wifhes  are  in  vain. 
"  I  like  your  Garden  ;  and  I'll  come  again. 
VOL.  II.  E  "Dear, 
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"  Dear,  how  I  wifh !  —  I  do,  or  let  me  die, 

"  That  we  liv'd  near" 

—Thinks  Mira,    "  So  don't  I." 

This  Nymph,  perhaps,  as  fome  had  done  before, 
Found  the  cold  Welcome,  and  returned  no  more. 

Then  Vido  next  to  Mtras  Cott  appears, 
And  with  foft  Praife  falutes  her  lifVning  Ears  $ 
Whofe  Maxim  was,  with  Truth  not  to  offend, 
And,  right  or  wrong,  his  Bus'nefs  to  commend. 
Look  here,  cries  Mir  a ;  pray  perufe  this  Song  : 
Ev'n  I,  its  Parent,  fee  there's  fomething  wrong. 

"  But  you  miftake  :  'Tis  excellent  indeed.  " 

<c  Then  I'll  correct  it. " 

'-  No,  there  is  no  Need. " 

<4Pray,  ^u/0,lookon  thefc:  Methinks  they  fmcll 
"  TOQ  much  of  Grub-ftreet :  That  myfelf  can  tell," 

<{  Not  fo  indeed,  they're  eafy  and  polite. 

"  And  can  you  bear  'em  ? " 

«  I  could  read  till  Night/' 
4  .  But 
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But  Mirat  tho'  too  partial  to  the  Bays, 
And,  like  her  Brethren,  not  averfe  to  Praife, 
Had  learn'd  this  LefTon  :  Praife,  if  planted  wrong, 
Is  more  deftrudtive  than  a  fpiteful  Tongue. 

Comes  Codrus  next,  with  Talents  to  offend ; 
A  fimple  Tutor,  and  a  faucy  Friend, 
Who  pour'd  thick  Sonnets  like  a  troubled  Spring, 
And  fuch  as  Butler's  wide-mouth'd  Mortals  fing: 
In  mocking  Rhimes  a  Nymph's  Perfections  tells, 
Like  the  harfti  Ting-Tong  of  fome  Village-Bells. 
Then  a  rude  Quarrel  fings  thro'  either  Ear, 
And  Mira's  Levee  once  again  is  clear. 

Now  the  dull  Mufes  took  their  ufual  Reft 5 
The  Babes  *  flept  foundly  in  their  tiny  Cheft. 
Not  fo  their  Parent :  Fortune  flill  would  fend 
Some  proud  Director,  or  ill-meaning  Friend : 

E  2  Ac 

*  Her  Poems. 
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At  leaft  we  thought  their  fowre  Meanings  ill, 
Whofe  Ledures  ftrove  to  crofs  a  flubborn  Will. 

Parthenia  cries,  "  Why,  Mir  a,  you  are  dull, 
"  And  ever  muting,  till  you  crack  your  Skull- 
<{  Still  poking  oer  yourWhat-d'ye-call — yourMufe: 

"  But  pr'ythee,  Mira,  when  doft  clean  thy  Shoes  ?" 
•* 

Then  comes  Sopbronia,  like  a  barb'rous  Turk : 
££  You  though  tie  fs  Baggage,  when  d'ye  mind  your 

Work? 

"  Still  o^er  a  Table  leans  your  bending  Neck  : 
"  Your  Head  will  grow  prepoft'rous,  like  a  Peck. 
<c  Go,  ply  yourNeedle:  You  might  earn  your  Bread  5 
<c  Or  who  muil  feed  you  when  your  Father's  dead  r " 
She  fobbing  anfwers,  <f  Sure,   I  need  not  come 
ee  To  you  for  Lectures ;  I  have  ftore  at  home. 

<f  What  can!  do.?" 

»—Not  fcribble." 

" But  I  will.'5 

"  Then  get  thee  packing— and  be  aukward  dill." 

Thus 
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Thus  wrapp'd  in  Sorrow,  wretched  Mira  lay, 
Till  Artemifia  fwept  the  Gloom  away  : 
The  laughing  Mufe,  by  her  Example  led, 
Shakes  her  glad  Wings,  and  quits  the  drowfy  Bed. 

Yet  fome  Impertinence  purfues  me  flill  j 
And  fo  I  fear  it  ever  muft,  and  will. 
So  foft  Pappilia  o'er  the  Table  bends 
With  her  fmall  Circle  of  infipid  Friends  j 
Who  wink,  and  ftretch,  and  rub  their  drowfy  Eyes, 
While  o'er  their  Heads  Imperial  Dulnefs  flies. 
"  What  can  we  do  ?  We  cannot  ftir  for  Show'rs: 
"  Or  what  invent,  to  kill  the  irkfome  Hours? 
<c  Why,  run  to  Leapor's,  fetch  that  idle  Play : 
«  'Twill,  ferve  to  laugh  at  all  the  live-long  Day.  *' 

. 
Preferment  great !  To  beat  one's  weary  Brains, 

To  find  Diverfion  only  when  it  rains ! 

E  3  Methinks 
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Methinks  I  feel  this  coward  Bofom  glow 
Say,  Artemijia,   (hall  I  fpcak,  or  no  ? 
The  Mufe  (hall  give  herfelf  no  faucy  Airs, 
But  only  bid  'em  foftly — Read  their  Pray'rs. 


to    SOPHRONIA. 

TTTHEN  Youth  and  Charms  have  ta'en  their 

wanton  Flight, 

And  tranfient  Beauty  bids  the  Fair  Good-night ; 
When  her  once  fparkling  Eyes  (hall  dimly  roll ; 
Then  let  the  Matron  drefs  her  lofty  Soul  j 
Quit  Affectation,  Partner  of  her  Youth, 
For  Goodnefs,  Prudence,  Purity,  and  Truth. 
Thefe  Virtues  will  her  lafting  Peace  prepare, 
And  give  a  Sanction  to  her  Silver  Hair. 

Thefe 


P  o  E  M  s  on  fever al  Qccafiom.        5  5 
Thefe  Precepts  let  the  fond  Sopbronia  prove, 
Nor  vainly  drefs  her  blinking  Eyes  with  Love. 
Can  Rofes  flourifh  on  a  leaflefs  Thorn, 
Or  dewy  Woodbines  grace  a  wintry  Morn  ? 
The  weeping  Cupids  langnifh  in  your  Eye  j 
On  your  brown  Cheek  the  lickly  Beauties  die. 
Time's  rugged  Hand  has  ftrok'd  your  Vifage  o'er; 
The  gay  Vermilion  ftains  your  Lip  no  more. 
None  can  with  Juftice  now  your  Shape  admire ; 
The  drooping  Lilies  on  your  Breaft  expire. 
Then,  dear  Sophronia,  leave  thy  foolifh  Whims : 
Difcard  your  Lover  with  your  fav'rite  Sins : 
Confult   your  Glafs;    then  prune  your  wanton 

Mind  j 

Nor  furniih  Laughter  for  fucceeding  Time. 
'Tis  not  your  own ;  'tis  Gold's  all-conqu'ring  Charms 
Invites  Myrtilh  to  your  {hrivell'd  Arms : 
And  mall  Sopbro?iiat  whofe  once  lovely  Eyes 
Beheld  thofe  Triumphs  which  her  Heart  defpis'd ; 

E  4  Who 
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Who  look'd  on  Merit  with  a  haughty  Frown  ; 
At  Five-and-fifty  take  a  beardlefs  Clown? 
Ye  pitying  Fates,  this  wither'd  Damfel  fave, 
And  bear  her  fafely  to  her  Virgin  Grave. 


Proper  Ingredients  for  the  Head  of  a  Beau, 
found  among  ft  the  Rules  ^Prometheus. 

^  I R  S  T,  with  Spring- Water3and  unweary'd  Pain, 
Cleanfe  the  fmall  Fibres,  and  take  out  the 

Brain ; 

No  Jot  of  Senfe  muft  in  your  Skull  be  found  • 
But  fixteen  Pounds  of  Folly,  nicely  ground  ; 
A  dozen  Pound  of  Ignorance,  or  more, 
Mixt  up  with  Noife  and  Impudence  good  Store : 
Infufe  them  foftly  o'er  a  mod'rate  Heat ; 
To  which  you  add  ten  Pounds  of  Self- Conceit. 
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A  little  Learning  you  muft  take  :   Likewife 
Juft  as  much  Wit  as  on  a  Six-pence  lies: 
A  Drachm  of  Poetry  may  not  be  ill; 
Two  Pounds  of  Rhet'ric,  with  an  Ounce  of  Skill 
Thefe,  rightly  managed,  will  exprefly  {how 
That  pleafing  Trifle  Mortals  call  a  Beau : 
For  each  depending  Pow'r,  by  Nature  led, 
Will  move  fpontaneous  to  its  kingly  Head  : 
And  when  the  Joints  their  ufual  Tafk  begin, 
You'll  fee  the  Coxcomb  mine  in  ev'ry  Limb. 
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To  L  u  c  i  N  D  A.  [Auguft,  1746,] 

T  Ucinday  Fav'rite  of  indulgent  Heav'n, 

To  whom  its  Bleffings  are  profufely  giv'n  ; 
By  Nature  with  each  ufeful  Talent  grac'd  ; 
la  an  exalted  Sphere  by  Fortune  plac'd  ; 
Where  all  that  Art  or  Learning  can  beftow, 
T'  improve  thofe  Talents,  'tis  thy  Lot  to  know  j 

Thou,  who  haft  ever  been  the  poor  Man's  Friend, 
Vouchfafe  thy  kind  Protection  to  extend  : 
Accept  this  Tribute  of  a  rural  Maid, 
Who  longs,  afTifted  by  thy  friendly  Aid, 
To  nobleft  Themes  her  artlefs  Voice  to  raife, 
And  drives  to  fmg  her  Great  Creator's  Praife. 
Like  a  poor  Bird,  who  fwells  its  little  Throat, 
And  warbles  forth  its  native  untaught  Note : 

If 
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If  chance  fome  fkilful  Mailer  time  the  Reed, 
To  his  rough  Lay  melodious  Sounds  fucceed : 
He  learns  th'  harmonious  LcfTon  to  repeat, 
Wond'ring  to  hear  his  Mufic  grown  fo  fweet; 

Fain  would  I  to  Lucindds  Ear  impart 
How  Reafon  dawn'd  upon  my  Infant  Heart, 
Whilft  in  laborious  Toils  I  fpent  my  Hours, 
Employ 'd  to  cultivate  the  fpringing  Flow'rs. 
Happy,  I  cry'd,  are  thofe  who  Leifure  find, 
With  Care,  like  this,  to  cultivate  their  Mind : 
But  partial  Fate  to  me  this  Blifs  denies, 
To  fearch  for  Knowlege  with  imweary'd  Eyes ; 
To  turn,  well  pleas'd,  th'  inftructive  Volume  o'er; 
The  fecret  Springs  of  Science  to  explore  ; 
And  by  the  Taper's  pale  and  trembling  Light 
In  ufeful  Studies  to  confume  the  Night. 

Tis  not  your  Pomp,  your  Titles,  or  your  State, 
That  move  my  Envy,  O  ye  Rich  and  Great ! 

The 
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The  nobleft  Gift  God  can  on  Man  bcftow, 
Is  teaching  him  his  facred  Will  to  know : 
Th'  Almighty's  facred  Will's  to  you  reveal'd; 
But  from  the  Ignorant  in  Clouds  conceal'd. 
The  Chains  of  Want  forbid  my  Heart  to  rife, 
When  (he  would  foar  to  reach  her  Kindred  Skies. 

While  thus  I  fpake,  methought  a  Voice  I  heard, 
Which  all-my  Doubts  remov'd,  and  Darknefs  clear 'd : 
Forbear,  it  cry'd  ,  ram,  impious  Maid  !  forbear 
T'  arraign  thy  Maker's  providential  Care: 
Tho'  diffrent  Stations  are  affign'd  by  Heav'n, 
Virtue  and  Happinefs  to  all  are  giv'n. 
When  the  bright  Source  of  Life  withdraws  his  Fires, 
What  if  thou  know'ft  not  whither  he  retires, 
Or  whence  returns  to  glad  the  teeming  Earth  ? 
Thou  feefl  his  Prefence  gives  to  all  Things  Birth  : 
Thou  hear'fl  the  Birds  falute  the  riling  Day  : 
Thou  feel'ft  the  Warmth  of  his  all-chearing  Ray. 

Learn 


POEMS  onfeveral  Qccafwns*       61 

Learn  hence  the  Lord  of  Nature  to  adore 

In  all  his  Works :  Say,  can  the  Sage  do  more  ? 

Or  wouldft  thou  learn  thy  Paffions  to  controul, 

To  pierce  the  dark  RecefTes  of  the  Soul  ? 

Ev'n  here  the  Lamp  of  Rcafon  is  thy  Guide ; 

Nay  more,  th* Almighty  has  not  here  deny'd 

The  bleft  Affiftance  of  a  clearer  Light, 

To  teach  us  how  to  fhape  tow'rds  Heav'n  our 

Flight : 

One  little  Book  the  mighty  Sum  contains : 
To  all  alike  their  Father's  Will  explains : 
To  all  who  with  fincere  and  humble  Hearts 
Refolve  to  feek  him,  God  his  Laws  imparts. 


AUGUST    1746. 

/^\  Thou  Great  Being,  whom  all  Things  obey, 
^^^    From  the  lead  Atom  to  the  Globe  of  Day ! 

Whom 
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Whom  (from  bleft  Europe  to  the  Pagan  Shore) 
yewst  Chrijiians,  Turks,  in  din0 rent  Forms  adore ! 
Ev'n  the  blind  Infidel,  whofe  narrow  Mind 
Was  ne'er  by  Morals,  nor  by  Arts  refin'd ; 
Who  frames  his  Deity  of  tempered  Clay, 
Or  hails  a  Serpent  at  the  rifing  Day  j 
Is  furely  by  his  glimm'ring  Reafon  told 
There's  fomething  further  than  his  Eyes  behold ; 
And  when  he  bows  before  the  lifelefs  Stone, 
His  Heart  pays  Homage  to  the  God  Unknown. 

O  Thou,  have  Mercy  on'the  wretched  Bands, 
Who  to  their  Fellows  lift  their  weary  Hands 

In  vain for  Pity  (that  celeflial  Gueft) 

Is  found  but  feldom  in  a  Victor's  Breaft. 

See  gazing  Crouds  the  trembling  Wretch  deride, 
Who  ftands  arraign'd  before  the  Seats  of  Pride  j 
Whofe  Pageant  Forms  delay  the  deflin'd  Blow, 
As  Death  were  made  for  Pa-ftime  and  for  Show. 

Who, 
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Who,  without  Sorrow,  can  a  Sight  behold 

Of  rattling  Chains,  and  Cheeks  with  Horror  cold  j 

Of  mournful  Peers  infulted  by  their  Slaves, 

And  Hundreds  dragg'd  fromDungeons  to  theirGraves  > 

'Tis  Juftice  calls,   the  {tern  Enthufiafts  cry, 

Who  drefs  her  up  in  Robes  of  purple  Dye. 

. 

I  love  her  Charms  when  fofter  they  appear :  y '/ 
But  O,  me's  ghaftly,  when  (he  frowns  fevere ! 


What  Crouds  are  there  by  Prejudice  undone  -, 
With  Error  blinded,  and  Perfuanon  won ! 
Some  with  a  Friend  have  trod  the  fatal  Way, 
Whofe  Morals  elfe  were  fair  as  rifing  Day: 
Thefe  undid inguim'd  with  the  Numbers  die  : 
And  do  not  Thefe  deferve  a  melting  Eye  ? 
Whofe  Fate  embitters  the  fucceeding  Lives 
Of  their  fad  Orphans,  and  their  widow'd  Wives. 
My  Heart,  no  more — but  thy  own  Bufinefs  mind : 
'Tis  not  for  me— to  regulate  Mankind. 

An 
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An  Effay  on  WOMAN. 

1  Tl  TOMAN— a  plcafmg,  but  a  (hort-liv'd  FlowY, 
Too  foft  for  Bufinefs,  and  too  weak  for 
Pow'r: 

A  Wife  in  Bondage,  or  negle&ed  Maid ; 

Defpis'd,  if  ugly ;   if  flic's  fair — betray'd. 

jTis  Wealth  alone  infpires  ev'ry  Grace, 

And  calls  the  Raptures  to  her  plenteous  Face. 

What  Numbers  for  thofe  charming  Features  pine, 

If  blooming  Acres  round  her  Temples  twine  ? 

Her  Lip  the  Strawberry;   and  her  Eyes  more 
bright 

Than  fparkling  Venus  in  a  frofty  Night. 

Pale  Lilies  fade ;  and  when  the  Fair  appears, 

Snow  turns  a  Negro,  and  duTolves  in  Tears. 

And 
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And  where  the  Charmer  treads  her  magic  Toe, 
On  Englifo  Ground  Arabian  Odours  grow  j 
Till  mighty  Hymen  lifts  his  fceptred  Rod, 
And  finks  her  Glories  with  a  fatal  Nod  -t 
Diffolves  her  Triumphs ;  fweeps  her  Charms  away> 
And  turns  the  Goddefs  to  her  native  Clay. 

But,  Artemifia,  let  your  Servant  fing 
What  fmall  Advantage  Wealth  and  Beauties  bring. 
Who  would  be  wife,  that  knew  Pampbilia*  Fate  ? 
Or  who  be  fair,  and  join'd  to  Sylvia's  Mate  ? 
Sylvia,  whofe  Cheeks  are  frem  as  early  Day  •, 
As  Ev'ning  mild,  and  fweet  as  fpicy  May. 
And  yet  That  Face  her  partial  Hufband  tires, 
And  thofe  bright  Eyes,  that  all  the  World  admires. 
Pamphilia's  Wit  who  does  not  ftrive  to  fhun, 
Like  Death's  Infe&ion,  or  a  Dog-Day's  Sun? 
The  Damfels  view  her -with  malignant  Eyes: 
The  Men  are  vex'd  to  find  a  Nymph  fo  wife : 

VOL.  II.  F  And 
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And  Wifdom  only  ferves  to  make  her  know 
The  keen  Senfation  of  fuperior  Woe. 
The  fecret  Whifper,  and  the  lift'ning  Ear, 
The  fcornful  Eyebrow,  and  the  hated  Sneer ; 
The  giddy  Ccnfures  of  her  babbling  Kind, 
With  thoufand  Ills  that  grate  a  gentle  Mind, 

.£ 

By  her  are  tafted  in  the  firft  Degree, 
Tho'  overlook 'd  by  Simplicus,  and  me. 
Does  Thirfl  of  Gold  a  Virgin's  Heart  infpire, 
Inftill'd  by  Nature,  or  a  careful  Sire  ? 
Then  let  her  quit  Extravagance  and  Play ; 
The  brifk  Companion  ;  and  expenfive  Tea  ; 
To  feaft  with  Cordia  in  her  filthy  Sty 
On  ilew'd  Potatoes,  or  on  mouldy  Pye ; 
Whofe  eager  Eyes  flare  ghaftly  at  the  Poor, 
And  fright  the  Beggars  from  her  hated  Door : 
In  greafy  Clouts  (he  wraps  her  fmoky  Chin, 
And  holds,  that  Pride's  a  never-pardon'd  Sin, 


If 
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If  this  be  Wealth,  no  matter  where  it  falls ; 
But  fave,  ye  Mufes,  fave  your  Mira's  Walls: 
Still  give  me  pleafing  Indolence,  and  Eafe ; 
A  Fire  to  warm  me,  and  a  Friend  to  pleafc. 

Since,  whether  funk  in  Avarice,  or  Pride  j 
A  wanton  Virgin,  or  a  ftarving  Bride  j 
Or,  wond'ring  Crouds  attend  her  charming  Tongue* 
Or  deem'd  an  Idiot,  ever  fpeaks  the  Wrong  : 
Tho'  Nature  arm'd  us  for  the  growing  111, 
With  fraudful  Cunning,  and  a  headftrong  Will ; 
Yet,  with  ten  thoufand  Follies  to  her  Charge, 
Unhappy  Woman's  but  a  Slave  at  large. 
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The  Epijile  ^DEBORAH  DOUGH. 
Early  beloved  Coufin,  Thefe 


Are  ferit  to  thank  you  for  your  Cheefe  : 
The  Price  of  Oats  is  greatly  fell : 
I  hope  your  Children  all  are  well 
(Like wife  the  Calf  you  take  Delight  in  ); 
As  I  am  at  this  prefent  writing. 
But  I've  no  News  to  fend  you  now  j 
Only  I've  loft  my  brindled  Cow ; 
And  that  has  greatly  funk  my  Dairy : 
But  I  forgot  our  Neighbour  Mary  -t 
Our  Neighbour  Mary,— who,  they  fay, 
Sits  fcribble-fcribble  all  the  Day, 

And  making what 1  can't  remember  ; 

But  fure  'tis  fomething  like  December-, 
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A  frofty  Morning Let  me  fee 

O !  now  I  have  it  to  a  T. 

She  throws  away  her  precious  .Time 

In  fcrawling  nothing  elfe  but  Rhyme  j 

Of  which,  they  fay,  fhe's  mighty  proud, 

And  lifts  her  Nofe  above  the  Croud  j 

Tho'  my  young  Daughter  Cicely 

Is  taller  by  a  Foot  than  (he, 

And  better  learnt  ( as  People  fay  )  : 

Can  knit  a  Stocken  in  a  Day  : 

Can  make  a  Pudden,  plump  and  rare  j 

And  boil  her  Bacon,  to  an  Hair : 

Will  coddle  Apples  nice  and  green, 

And  fry  her  Pancakes — like  a  Queen. 

But  there's  a  Man  that  keeps  a  Dairy, 
Will  clip  the  Wings  of  Neighbour  Mary : 
Things  wonderful  they  talk  of  him  j 
But  I've  a  Notion 'tis  a  Whim. 

F  3  Howe'ef, 
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Howe'er,  'tis  certain  he  can  make 

Your  Rhymes  as  thick  as  Plumbs  in  Cake : 

Nay  more,  they  fay,  that  from  the  Pot 

He'll  take  his  Porridge,  fcalding  hot, 

And  drink  'em  down  j — and  yet  they  tell  ye, 

Thofe  Porridge'  (hall  not  burn  his  Belly  : 

A  Cheefe-cakc  o'er  his  Head  he'll  throw  j 

And  when  'tis  on  the  Stones  below, 

It  fha'n't  be  found  fo  much  as  quaking, 

Provided  'tis  of  his  Wife's  making: 

From  this  fome  People  would  infer 

That  this  good  Man's  a  Conjurer. 

But  J  believe  it  is  a  Lye  ; 

I  never  thought  hka  fo  j  not  I : 

Tho'  Wirifred  Hobble,  who,  you  know, 

Is  plagu'd  with  Corns  on  cv'ry  Toe, 

Sticks  on  his  Verfe  with  faft'ning  Spittle, 

And  fays  it  helps  her  Feet  a  little. 

Old  Frances  too  his  Paper  tears, 

And  tucks  it  clofe  behind  her  Earsj 

And 
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And  (  as  me  told  me  t'other  Day  ) 
It  charm'd  her  Tooth-ach  quite  away. 

Now  as  thou'rt  better  learnt  than  me, 
Dear  Cos',  I  leave  it  all  to  thee, 
To  judge  about  this  puzzling  Man, 
And  ponder  wifely; for  you  can. 

Now,  Coufin,  I  muft  let  you  know. 
That  while  my  Name  is  Deborah  Dougb, 
I  fhall  be  always  glad  to  fee  ye, 
And  what  I  have,  I'll  freely  gi"  ye. 

Tis  One  o'Clock,  as  I'm  a  Sinner ; 
The  Boys  are  all  come  home  to  Dinner ; 
And  I  mud  bid  you  now  Farewel : 
I  pray  remember  me  to  Nell; 
And  for  your  Friend  I'd  have  you  know 
Your  loving  Coufin 

DEBORAH  DOUGH. 
F  4  Com 
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Complaining  DAT  HUE*     A  PASTORAL. 

L  D  TeUus'  Head   was  newly  crown'd  with 

Flow-is, 

And  wanton  Zephyrs  fann'd  the  youthful  Bow'rs : 
The  glowing  Forefts  flaone  with  purple  Pride 
And  each  fond  Turtle  fought  his  gentle  Bride : 
Gay  Phcebus  too  had  drove  his  flaming  Wheels 
To  the  blue  Verge  of  Thetis'  liquid  Fields  5 
When  Celia  mufing  took  her  lonely  Way, 
To  {hare  the  Fragrance  of  declining  Day. 
The  charming  Scene  induc'd  the  Nymph  to  rove 
Thro1  the  fmooth  Vifta's  of  a  blooming  Grove. 
A  Silver  Brook  along  the  Surface  ftray'd, 
Whofe  /hallow  Waters  prattled  as  they  play'd. 

Here 


l 
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Here  crouding  Daifies  blufh'd  with  fairer  Dye, 
And  the  fair  Cowflip  rais'd  its  golden  Eye, 
While  panting  Gales  along  the  Borders  die. 
Not  far  from  hence  ( where  thicker  Branches  made 
A  fotemn  Whittling,  and  a  dufky  Shade, 
Where  Philomela  footh'd  the  Shepherd's  Care  ) 
Sat  blooming  Daphne  with  a  penfive  Air. 
On  her  fair  Hand  me  lean'd  her  beauteous  Head, 
And  with  her  Elbow  prefs'd  the  flow'ry  Bed  -, 
Some  fecret  Sorrow  made  her  Bofom  rife, 
And  drew  a  Mift  before  her  lovely  Eyes. 

Grave  Celia,  fafe  behind  the  friendly  Shade, 
Attentive,  flood,  to  hear  the  tuneful  Maid : 
The  lift'ning  Waters  gently  roll'd  along, 
While  thus  the  Dame  began  her  plaintive  Song : 

Ye  gaudy  Meadows,  rich  with  F/ora's  Charms, 
Where  cooling  Rivers  ftretch  their  fhining  Arms; 

O, 
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O,  lend  your  Sweets  !  'Tis  Daphne  calls  your  Aid ; 
And  let  your  Odours  chear  a  drooping  Maid. 
Ye  waving  Oaks,  with  Honeyfuckles  twin'd, 
Beneath  your  Shade,    O,  let  me  Slumber  find  I 
Come,  fweet  Oblivion,  feize  my  reftlefs  Mind. 

Alas  i  I  prefs  the  mofiy  Couch  in  vain : 
New  Thoughts  are  crouding  on  my  fertile  Brain : 
Thefe  weary  Eyelids  fhun  their  wifh'd  Repofe, 
And  with  new  Fire  this  aking  Bofom  glows. 

fsFot  fo  the  laughing  Days  were  wont  to  glide, 
When  imiling  Cynthio  wander'd  by  my  Side : 
But  far  !  ah  !  far,  from  this  dejected  Plain, 
Now  roves  my  cruel,  marble -hearted  Swain. 
Cruel !  But  why  ? — He  knows  not  Daphnes  Woe, 
Nor  fees  the  Tears  that  for  his  Abfence  flow. 
Be  fecret,  O  ye  Groves ;  nor  let  the  Charmer 
know. 

Yc 
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Ye  gentle  Winds  !  O,  bear  my  darling  Swain, 
My  lovely  Cynthiot  to  his  native  Plain. 

At  fultry  Noon  I  feek  the  cooling  Streams ; 
At  Ev'ning  wander  o'er  the  dewy  Plains : 
Jn  vain  my  Soul  for  Recreation  tries ; 
His  Image  fwims  before  my  flckly  Eyes, 
Then  flatt'ring  Fancy  fummoris  ev'ry  Grace, 
And  paints  the  Beauties  of  his  pleafing  Face. 
I  hear  the  Accents  of  his  tuneful  Tongue, 
More  fweet  than  Mufic,  and  harmonious  Song  5 
See  his  bright  Eyes  with  fprightly  Fancies  roll, 
And  winning  Smiles,  that  prove  a  tender  Soul. 

Ye  gentle  Winds !  O,  bear  my  darling  Swain, 
My  lovely  Cynthio)  to  his  native  Plain. 

YePow'rs! — but  hold — Thofe  happy  Forms  above, 
My  facred  Guardians^  heed  no  Tales  of  Love ; 

And 
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And  myftic  Fate  perhaps  forefaw  it  wife, 
To  ravifh  Cynthio  from  my  aking  Eyes. 
'Tis  true,  the  Swain  is  fair  as  rifing  Day; 
The  Loves  and  Graces  round  his  Features  play : 
Yet  he  may  wear  a  Heart  replete  with  Guile, 
And  cover  Mifchief  with  a  fraudful  Smile : 
And  foolifh  'Daphne  to  her  Coft  (hall  find 
Her  heav'nly  Cynthio  like  his  earthly  Kind. 

Then  ftay,  O  flay,  far  from  our  peaceful  Plain ; 
Nor  let  me  fee  that  pleafing  Face  again. 
Go,  fly,  my  Cyntbio,  where  Ambition  calls, 
And  fmiling  Flatt'ry  paints  her  gilded  Walls : 
Let  happier  Daphne  fpend  her  equal  Days 
With  guiltlefs  Pleafure,  and  fubftantial  Eafe. 

Ye  Winds,  forbear  to  bring  the  charming  Swain, 
The  lovely  Cyntbio^  to  his  native  Plain. 


Off, 
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Oft,   I  remember,  in  my  Infant  Pride, 
When  Daphne  wander'd  by  her  Mother's  Side ; 
When,  fledg'd  with  Joy,  the  dancing  Minutes  flew, 
Nor  Grief  nor  Care  this  guiltlefs  Bofom  knew ; 
As  oft  me  led  me  at  Meridian  Day, 
To  weed  our  Corn,  or  turn  the  fragrant  Hay  j 
Jf  then  I  funk  beneath  the  parching  Heat, 
And  my  quick  Pulfe  with  flutt'ring  Motion  beat, 
While  fainting  Sweats  my  weary  Limbs  invade ; 
Her  Care  conveyed  me  to  a  Beechen  Shade. 
There  with  her  Hand  (he  prefs'd  my  throbbing 

Head, 

And  laid  me  panting  on  a  flow'ry  Bed ; 
Then  fat  betide  me  in  the  friendly  Bow  r ; 
Long  Tales  me  told,  to  kill  the  tedious  Hour ; 
Of  lovely  Maids  to  early  Ruin  led, 
Who  once  were  harmlefs  as  the  Flocks  they  fed ; 
Of  fome  induc'd  with  gaudy  Knights  to  roam 
From  their  dear  Parents,  and  their  bliisful  Home ; 

Till, 
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Till,  each  deferted  by  her  changing  Friend, 
The  pageant  Wretches  met  a  woful  End. 
And  flill  howe'er  the  mournful  Tale  began, 
She  always  ended  — Child,  beware  of  Man. 
Yes,  facred  Shade!  you  fhall  Obedience  find; 
111  bani(h  Cynthio  from  my  fickly  Mind. 
Come,  fweet  Content,  and  long-defired  Reft ! 
Two  welcome  Strangers !  to  my  aking   Breaft : 
Purl  on,  ye  Streams !   ye  Flow'rets,  fmile  again ! 
Your  chearful  Daphne  (hall  no  more  complain : 
Hafte,  Philomela,  with  thy  charming  Lay, 
And  tune  thy  Chorals  to  the  falling  Day : 
Ye  Sylvan  Sifters !  come  j  ye  gentle  Dames, 
Whofe  tender  Souls  are  fpotlefs  as  your  Names  ! 
Henceforth  {hall  Daphne  only  live  for  you ; 
Content— and  bid  the  lordly  Race  Adieu  ; 
See  the  clear  Streams  in  gentler  Murmurs  flow, 
And  frefher  Gales  from  od'rous  Mountains  blow. 

Now 
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Now  the  charm'd  Tempeft  from  my  Bo  Com  flies : 
Sweet  Slumber  feizes  on  my  willing  Eyes. 

Ye  Winds,  no  more  I  afk  the  tempting  Swain : 
Go  fan  the  Sweets  of  yonder  flow'ry  Plain. 

The  DISAPPOINTMENT. 

XT7HEN   you,   Sopbronia,  did  my  Senfe  be- 
**  guile 

With  your  Half-promife,  and  confenting  Smile; 
What  Shadows  fwam  before  thefe  dazled  Eyes ! 
Fans,  Lace,  and  Ribbands,  in  bright  Order  rife  : 
Methought  thefe  Limbs  your  filken  Favours  found, 
And  thro' ftreight  En  tries  brufli'd  the  ruftlingGown  ; 
While  the  gay  Veftment  of  delicious  Hue 
Sung  thro'  the  Ifle,  and  whittled  in  the  Pew. 
Then,   who  its  Wearer,  by  her  Form  mail  tell : 
No  longer  Mira^  but  a  ihining  Belle. 

Such 
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Such  Phantoms  fill'd  thefe  giddy  Brains  of  mine  > 
Such  golden  Dreams  on  Mira't  Temples  mine  -, 
Till  ftern  Experience  bid  her  Servant  rife, 
And  Difappointment  rubb'd  my  drowfy  Eyes. 
Do  thou,  Sophronia^  now  thy  Arts  give  o'er, 
Thy  little  Arts ;  for  Miras  Thoughts  no  more 
Shall  after  your  imagin'd  Favours  run, 
Your  flill-born  Gifts,  that  ne'er  behold  the  Sun. 
Your  Nods,  fly  Glances,  and  foft  Whifpers,  are 
Like  well-bred  Vidtis  Friendfhip  to  the  Fair, 
So  fine,  'tis  melted  at  th' Approach  of  Air. 
When  Vido  fpeaks,  the  lift'ning  Nymphs  attend 
The  fmopth  Locution  of  their  fmiling  Friend  ; 
Deluded  Girls !   whom  Reafon  has  not  taught 
To  found  the  mazy  Depths  of  Vidfe  Thought. 
His  Praife  is  not  to  make  the  Graces  known 
Of  Cellar  Wifdom,  but  exalt  his  own  ; 
Or,  when  he  chufes  for  his  fkilful  Tongue 
A  Theme  fo  low  a?  Mira\  fimple  Song, 

Tis 
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'Tis  not  his  Comment  on  the  artlefs  Lines, 
But  his  own  Genius  in  the  Lecture  mines : 
And  when  he  bows,  'tis  that  the  World  may  fee 
His  own  good  Manners,  not  Refpe<5t  to  me. 

Live  long,  Sophroma,  under  Fortune's  Smile, 
Happy  and  eafy,  let  your  Slave  the  while, 
Regardlefs  both  of  Cenfure  and  of  Praife, 
Enjoy  her  Whims,  and  wrap  herfelf  in  Bays. 


The  CONSOLATION. 

'O  You  who  ne'er  our  Verfe  refufe, 
A  Friend  to  Miray  and  her  Mufe. 

When  Night,  array'd  in  fable  Robe, 
Spreads  her  foft  Pinions  o'er  the  Globe : 
When  Care  her  murm'ring  Plaint  gives  o'er, 
And  reftlefs  Lovers  figh  no  more  5 

VOL.  II.  G  Let 
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Let  not  thofe  Eyes  be  kept  till  Day 
Awake — for  Mtra's  lucklefs  Lay. 
Let  not  a  Sigh  your  Bofom  teaze, 
Nor  reftlefs  Thought  difturb  its  Eafe ; 
Nor  pen  five  Vapours  feal  your  Tongue, 
'Caufe  Folks  will  cenfure  Mtra's  Song. 
Let  not  its  Guardian  mourn — for  why  ? 
Its  Parent's  not  inclined  to  cry. 

Still  we  fhall  eat  -,  and  ftill  be  gay  j 
And  range  the  Fields  at  clofing  Day. 
Should  Fortune  ( yes  )  or  Friendfhip  flie, 
There  ftill  remains  the  Mufe  and  I, 
Until  the  fhort-breath'd  Race  be  o'er, 
Arid  I  mutt  view  the  Sun  no  more. 
Then  fome  kind  Friend  ( when  they  fhall  lay 
This  Body  in  its  deftin'd  Clay  ) 
Around  my  Grave  mail  twift  a  Briar; 
No  lying  Marble  I  defire. 


But 
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But  the  plain  Stone  with  Chizel  form'd, 
But  rudely  mapen  and  adorn'd ; 
Infcrib'd  with — <c.  Nat  us  'Anno  Dom* 
c<  Here  lies  Mary  in  this  Tomb." 
And  there's  no  odds,  that  I  can  fpy, 
'Twixt  Mary  Queen  of  Scots  and  /. 
So  Poets,  fo  (hall  Critics  fall, 
Cits,  Wits,  and  Courtiers.,  Kings  and  all, 
Hands  that  wrote  or  held  a  Flail, 
Tongues  that  us'd  to  footh  or  rail ; 
Rivals  there  no  more  contend, 
And  there  Ambition  finds  an  End. 


CICELY,  JOAN,  and  DEBORAH: 
An     ECLOGUE. 

AS   when   the  Sun   had  bid  our  Fields 

Adieu, 
And  thirily  Flowers  fip  the  rifirig  Dewj 

G  2  That 
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That  ruddy  Joan  (a  fprightly  Dame,  I  ween) 
Walk'd  forth  to  vifit  Cicely  o'th'  Green. 
All  fadly  dight  the  haplefs  Maid  fhe  found 
In  fable  Night-cap,  and  in  Sorrows  drown'd, 
With  Eyes  caft  downward,  and  diflievel'd  Hair ; 
Till  thus  her  Neighbour  greets  the  mourning  Fair. 

JOAN. 

Why  how  now,  Cicely? — What's  the  Matter  now  ? 
What  a  cold  Sweat  hangs  dropping  on  thy  Brow ! 
Thy  Eyes  brim-full — Why  how  thou  look'ft  To- 
day! 
Like  Verjuice  fowre,  and  as  pale  as  Whey ! 

CICELY. 

For  what   I   weep,    Ah!   Joan,  didft   thou  but 

know, 

Thou'dft  pity  (  fure )  not  wonder  at  my  Woe. 
Ah  wretched  Maid !  thus  ever  let  me  cry, 
From  Mom  till  Night  5  then  lay  me  down,  aud  die. 

JOAN. 
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JOAN. 

Ah!  tell  me,  Cicely — tho'  to  afk  I  dread ; 
Yet,  pr'ythee,  tell  me  j  Is  old  Brindle  dead  ? 
(  Since  yefter  Morn  I  have  not  heard  her  lowe  ) 
If  fo — who  would  not  weep  for  fuch  a  Cow  ? 

CICELY. 

Tis  not  for  her  I  fhed  this  fcalding  Tear : 
Ah !  no— old  Brindle  is  not  half  fo  dear ! 
I've  loft — But  who — for  Sobs  I  cannot  tell  ; 
And  his  laft  Word  was — Cicely,  farewel. 

JOAN. 

O  how  I  tremble ! — pr'ythee,  tell  me  who  ? 

CICELY. 

Young  Colin  Clumfey — He  was  known  to  you. 
For  ever  curs'd  be  that  fame  Market- day, 
When  a  vile  Serjeant  led  my  Youth  aftray ! 
Far  from  his  Home  my  Colin  s  doom'd  to  die, 

My  lovely  Colin  with  the  rolling  Eye. 

G  3  JOAN, 
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JOAN. 

Yet  bear  thy  Sorrows  with  a  patient  Mind: 
They  fay  the  DUKE  is  to  his  Soldiers  kind. 
So  may  he  thrive,  and  all  Rebellions  quell, 
As  he  {hall  ufc  thy  much-lov'd  Colin  well ! 

C  i  c  E  L  Y. 

Ah!  footh  me  not — There's  nothing' left  for  me, 
But  the  clear  Fountain,  and  the  Willow  Tree. 
Since  Cc/fVs  fled,  no  more  I  turn  the  Wheel : 
There  lies  the  Spindle,  and  the  ufelefs  Reel. 

JOAN. 

Be  patient,  Girl;  and  flop  that  falling  Tear: 
For  here  comes  Defrrah  with  a  Quart  of  Beer. 
So,  Neighbour,  foj  we've  fpecial  News  To-day, 
Or  elfe  Dame  De&rab  wou'd  not  look  fo  gay. 

DEBORAH. 

We've  kill'd  two  thoufand  of  the  Rogues  (d'ye  mind  ?) 
Egad,  their  Gen'ral  durft  not  look  behind; 

Tho' 
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Tho'  Gaffer  Doubt-man  (with  the  blinking  Eye) 
Says,  'tis  but  Fifty — and  that's  pretty  nigh. 

\ 

JOAN. 

Then  let  us  Drink — Come,  Cicely,  to  thy  Dear ! 
We'll  have  no  Whining  nor  no  Sniv'ling  here. 
Health  to  the  DUKE,  and  all  that  do  him  Aid! 
How  Cicely  drinks! — but  Cicely  is  a  Maid. 

DEBORAH. 
Tis  a  brave  Man,  and  has  a  lucky  Hand, 

This  DUKE  of  what  d'ye  call  it Cumberland. 

Heav'n  blefs  this  DUKE,  and  all  his  Train!  fay  I. 
Let's  pledge  thee,  Cicely  ^  for  I'm  deadly  dry. 

JOAN. 

My  Hu(band  loft  his  Purfe  at  Cheat  ham  Fair. 
Laft  Night  a  Beam  broke  down,  and  kill'd  the  Mare. 
Thefe  Things  are  hard  to  fuch  as  thee  and  I : 
But  yet  we'll  drink,  bscaufe  the  Rebels  fly. 

G  4,  DEBORAH. 
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DEBORAH. 

This  Beer  is  good — Say,  how  d'ye  like  it?  ho! 
And  {hall  I  fetch  the  other  Pot,  or  no  ? 
Hark,  the  Men  mout,  and  Bonfires  light  the  Plain : 
Then  (hall  we  fit,  and  lick  our  Lips  in  vain  ? 


JOAN. 

Troth,  Goody  Defrrab,  troth,  it  is  a  Crime 
To  drink  fo  much — but  only  for  the  Time. 
Bring  t'other  Quart,  although  there  is  no  need : 
But  one  Draught  more,  and  I  have  done  indeed. 


Tie  COMPLAINT. 

T  T7  AS  I  the  Sport  of  Sima's  idle  Tongue, 
Did  fowre  Maurtts  criticize  my  Song, 
Did  ftern  Pracifus  blame  my  want  of  Grace, 
Or  fprightly  Strepbon  titter  at  my  Face, 


This 


POEMS    on  feveral  Occafions.       89 
This  I  cou'd  bear  with  an  heroic  Mind ; 
Nor  ( like  a  Poet )  take  Revenge  in  kind  : 
Their  rude  Reproach  wou'd  glide  neglected  by, 
Nor  fteal  one  Slumber  from  my  clofing  Eye; 
Pafs  by  un-felt,  as  diftant  Thunders  roll : 
But,  from  a  Friend,  it  ftabs  the  inmoft  Soul  ; 
Darts  through  the  Bofom  with  a  mortal  Sting-; 
Strikes  to  the  Heart,  and  probes  the  vital  Spring. 
O  Reafon  !  fay,  Haft  thou  a  cordial  Balm 
To  flop  this  Tear,  and  make  the  Tempeft  calm  ? 
Tell  me,  'tis  I  that  aggravate  the  Pain  : 
My  Friend  was  kind ;  but  only  fpoke  too  plain. 
This  may  be  true — But  'tis  a  conftant  Rule, 
They  muft  defpife  me,  who  can  think  me  Fool. 
With  fanfy'd  Spots  mou'd  we  our  Friends  upbraid? 
Why  muft  that  Folly  to  her  Charge  be  laid, 
Which  Mira's  Foes,  who  at  a  Lye  excell, 
Forget  to  number,  when  her  Faults  they  tell ; 
And  which  ( tho'  I  no  mighty  Wifdom  boaft  ) 
Amongft  all  Follies  I  abhor  the  moft? 

With 
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With  Face  that  never  chang'd  its  wonted  Hue, 
See  Duncot  bleft,  amid  the  flupid  Crew ; 
Whofe  lazy  Blood  {till  keeps  an  equal  Flow  • 
Whofe  Cheek  with  Blufhes  ne'er  was  taught  to  glow. 
Ill-natur'd  Jefts  may  round  the  Table  fly : 
You  read  no  Anguifh  in  his  ftedfaft  Eye. 
He  finds  them  not,  by  Dullnefs  fortify 'd  j 
But  {till  refts  happy  with  un-feeling  Pride. 
This  Friend  is  falfe  -,  but  he  will  ne'er  complain  : 
And  This  expires}  yet  he  feels  no  Pain. 
Let  Friends,  or  Fortune,  fly  which  Way  they  will; 
Yet  (tupid  Dunco  will  be  Dunco  {till. 
He  neither  Sorrow  nor  Companion  knows : 
Thefe  are  the  Souls  that  fhare  a  fix'd  Repofe. 

Wretched  are  they,  whofe  tender  Spirits  know 
A  keen  Senfation  from  the  flighteft  Woe ; 
Whofe  fwelling  Hearts  each  little  Blow  offends, 
That's  givYi  by  Malice,  or  miftaken  Friends  j 

3  Whofe 
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Whofe  bufy  Thoughts  are  always  on  the  Wing, 
And  pick  out  Satire  where  there's  no  fuch  thing. 
Such  through  falfe  Optics  all  their  Wrongs  behold. 
(  Who  would  be  fafhion'd  in  fo  fine  a  Mould  ?) 
Hence-forth,  ye  Wits,  receive  it  as  a  Rule ; 
There's  none  fo  happy,  as  the  Dunce  and  Fobl. 


The  POCKET-BOOK'*  Soliloquy. 

\    H !  cruel  Fortune,  fickle  Dame, 

Alas !  where  am  I  now  ? 
With  me  let  Mortals  curfe  the  Name, 
And  fhun  thy  tempting  Brow. 

Directed  to  a  fairer  Dome, 

From  Lud's  great  Town  I  came : 
Contented  left  my  native  Home, 

To  ferve  a  gentle  Dame. 

There 
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There  fondly  hoping  to  endure, 

I  bleft  the  happy  Change, 
And  refted  in  her  Smile  fecure : 

For  who  would  wifti  to  range  > 

But  She,  alas !  the  cruel  She ! 

Has  caft  me  from  her  Arms ; 
And  not  a  Hope  remains  for  me, 

And  my  degraded  Charms. 

Was  it  for  this  the  Artift  made 

Thefe  mining  Robes  for  me, 
In  hopes  to  pleafe  fome  beauteous  Maid, 

Or  Nymph  of  high  Degree  ? 

Mufl  I  for  ever  here  remain, 

And  in  Oblivion  fleep  ? 
Some  Poet's  God,  oh  !  eafe  my  Pain, 

Or  give  me  Eyes  to  weep ! 

Some 
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Some  Friend  in  Pity  tear  away 

This  Robe  of  mining  Hue; 
And  like  my  Fate,  be  my  Array, 

A  Gown  of  dirty  Blue. 

And  thou,  great  Saturn,  Foe  to  Rhyme ! 

Be  thou  a  Friend  to  me : 
Preferve  me  in  this  dang'rous  Time : 

From  Metre  keep  me  free. 

Should  Mira  (lain  my  fnowy  Page, 

Do  thou  compofe  her  Head. 
Let  thy  cold  Opium  fpoil  her  Rage, 

And  turn  her  Pen  to  Lead. 

e&QS&KXX^^ 

Pocket-BooKs  Petition  to  PARTHENISSA. 

LAVES  will  be  heard,  and  fa  will  I. 
Tho'  Princes  fhun  the  hated  Cry ; 

Yet 


s 
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Yet  Partbeni/a's  gentle  Ear, 

At  lead,  will  not  refufe  to  hear. 

Tho'  I'm  difcarded  from  your  Train, 

To  grace  the  Cottage  of  a  Swain  ; 

In  Darknefs  doom'd  to  curfe  my  Fate, 

And  ferve  a  Miftrefs  that  I  hate  5 

Yet  no  Invedtives  will  I  throw 

On  you,  whofe  Bounty  caus'd  my  Woe. 

I  only  afk,  to  pleafe  my  Pride, 

I  afk — ( and  now  you  look  afide  ) 

The  Favour's  great  to  Me,  'tis  true  •, 

But  fure  it  means  no  Harm  to  you. 

Dear  Madam,  only  take  your  Pen, 

And  dip  it  in  your  Ink  5  and  then 

Move  o'er  my  Leaves  your  eafy  Hand  : 

Then  fprinkle  on  a  little  Sand : 

This  done,  return  me  when  you  pleafe, 

And  I  from  hence  will  live  at  Eafe  j 

Nor  once,  repining  at  my  Cell, 

.With  Darknefs,  Dirt,  and  Mra,  dwell. 

PAR- 
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PARTHENISS  A'J  Anfwer  to  the  POCKET 
BOOK'S  Soliloquy. 

[Written  in  tbe  fame  ;  and  returned  to  Mrs. 
Leapor  next 


AN  Mtra's  Pen  offend  thy  Pride? 

Infulting  Varlet  !  come  : 
Then  mine  (hall  fcrall  thy  fwelling  Side, 
And  fend  thee  raving  Home. 

Yes,  Minion,  fince  thou  can'ft  decline 

The  Honours  of  her  Hand, 
And  fawningly  folicit  mine  ; 


Enjoy  thy  wife  Demand. 


Already 
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Already  would'ft  thou  fly  ?  But  flay : 

Not  yet  you  pafs  my  Door. 
'Tis  true  I  have  not  much  to  fay  j 

Yet  long  to  plague  thee  more. 

How  undeferv'd  thy  happy  Fate ! 

Till  thou  haft  learnt  to  prize 
True  Merit  planted  in  a  State 

That  blinds  thy  partial  Eyes. 

Oh !  fpare  your  Lead :  It  hurts  my  Page, 

Hold  out,  avenging  Pow'r! 
Thou  well  deferv'ft  it,  if  my  Rage 

Should  keep  thee  here  this  Hour. 

Didft  thou  not  infolently  dare 

To  fpurn  at  Miras  Lays  ? 
So  may  each  mean  Defpifer  fare ; 

That  envies-  her  the  Bays ! 

To 
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To  mortify  thy  foolifh  Pride, 

That  Hands  fo  plain  confefs'd, 
Take  a  Friend's  Word  ;  thy  gay  Outfide 

Is  Tinfel,  at  the  beft. 

Then  boaft  no  more  thy  gaudy  Cloaths, 

Nor  once  prefume  to  think, 
Thou  can'ft  deferve,  in  Verfe  or  Profe, 

A  Drop  of  Mira's  Ink. 

But  go,  and  humbly  fue  thy  Peace : 

Then,  if  me  can  forgive, 
And  deign  to  touch  thy  vacant  Leaves, 

They  may  for  Ages  live. 

What  better  could  thy  Fate  decree, 

What  more  Ambition  hope  ? 
Know'ft  thou  who  'twas  accepted  thee  ? 

The  Succeffor  of  Pope. 

VOL,  II.  H  The 
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The  pitying  Mufes,  at  his  Death, 
The  drooping  World  to  chear, 

Reclaim'd  his  fleeting  tuneful  Breath, 
And  kindly  fix'd  it  here. 

Who  would  have  thought  it  ?  Let  me  go 

For  Pity  let  me  pray. 
So  hafty,  Friend  ?— Releafe  me,  oh  ! 

'Tis  cruel  to  delay. 


NATURE  undone  by  ART. 

TTTHEN   firft  Alexis  blefs'd   our  wond'ring 

^          Eyes, 

Like  fome  young  De'ty  of  the  pregnant  Skies ; 
His  blooming  Form  by  Nature  richly  drefs'd  ; 
Nor  purple  Crime  had  ftain'd  his  iv'ry  Breaft : 


His 
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His  'pleafing  Voice  diffus'd  a  general  Joy, 
And  lift'ning  Virgins  blefs'd  the  charming  Boy. 
His  juft  Reflexions-,  while  they  taught,  allur'd ; 
His  Smiles  were  harmlefs,  and  his  Language  pure  : 
He  learn'd  with  Pleafure,  and  he  taught  with  Eafe : 
Whate'er  Alexis  did,  was  fure  to  pleafe. 
Gorgoni an  Malice  found  a  foot'hing  Charm; 
^sTo  envious  Tongue  could  wim  Alexis  Harm: 
For  thrifty  Nature,  like  a  partial  Mother, 
To  form  one  lovely  Image,  flrips  another  ; 
And  makes  the  beauteous  Darling  of  her  Bread 
Perfection  only,  while  fhe  ftarves  the  reft. 
On  this  gay  Youth  me  lavim'd  all  her  Pride, 
Till  he,  ingrateful,  wander'd  from  her  Side  : 
Then  polifli'd  Art,  with  her  affected  Train 

Of  glitt'ring  Shadows,  won  the  cheated  Swain; 

. 

Difiimulation  roll'd  her  leering  Eyes, 

'With  courteous  Knavery,  and  well-bred  Lyes  •, 

Affectation,  Pride;  a  motly  Throng; 

And  fmiling  Flatt'ry,  with  her  filver  Tongue  : 

H   2  Thefe 
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Thefe  taught  thofe  once  engaging  Eyes  to  roll, 
And  caft  Pollution  on  his  tainted  Sou). 
In  his  dark  Breail  tumultuous  Paflions  rife, 
Where  guilty  Flame  and  ftnother'd  Hatred  lies. 
Now  the  chang'd  Idiot  can  his  Rhet'ric  fpend 
To  praife  a  Coxcomb,  or  deceive  his  Friend. 
His  Heart,  whence  Truths  eternal  us'd  to  fpring,' 
Where  Honour  reign'd  as  undifputed  King, 
Is  now  a  Dungeon  for  the  Dregs  of  Sin. 
Deceit,  Ingratitude,  and  Av'rice,  now 
Have  ftain'd  the  Whitenefs  of  his  alter'd  Brow : 
Not  worth  our  Pity,  and  below  Difdain ; 
We  look  with  Loathing,  and  we  hear  with  Pain. 


MlRA     tO    OcTAVIA. 

S~\  CTAVIA,  lovelieft  of  thy  charming  Kind, 

Whofe  pleafing  Form  is  but  a  beauteous 

Shrine 
To  thoufand  Virtues,  and  a  fairer  Mind  j 

Your 
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Your  wond'ring  Servant  has  been  lately  told, 
That  you,  defpiting  Settlements  and  Gold, 
Refolve  to  take  Philander ;  poor  and  gay, 
To  Have  and  Hold,  for  Ever  and  for  Aye. 

Pardon  my  Fault,  in  ofTring  to  advife 
A  thinking  Virgin,  like  Otfavia  wife : 
Fate  knew  your  Worth,  and  did  her  Fav'rite  raife 
Above  my  Cenfure,  and  beyond  my  Praife : 
But  out-law'd  Poets  fcorn  the  beaten  Rules, 
And  leave  Diftindion  to  the  Forms  of  Fools ; 
Can  make  e'en  yove  defcend  in  golden  Show'rs, 
And  form  new  Statutes  on  Olympian  Bow'rs : 
Or,  miv'ring  by  the  Side  of  rural  Springs, 
At  Courtiers  rail,  and  fatirize  on  Kings. 
Of  thefe  am  I,  who  with  prefumptuous  Pen, 
Subfcribe  myfelf  the  fair  Oflavia's  Friend : 
But  how  mall  we  that  honour'd  Title  prove 
To  a  young  Lady,  and  attack  her  Love  ? 

H  3  Frown 
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Frown  not,   fweet  Virgin  ;  we'll  Decorums  keep  ; 
Philander'*,  Faults  (hall  in  Oblivion  fleep. 

Peace  to  his  Name ! Thefe  only  are  defign'd 

A  fimple  Le&ure  to  our  eafy  Kind. 

But  round  us  firft  an  Audience  let  me  call : 
Draw  near,  and  liften,  O  ye  Maidens  all. 
Of  Wives  I  fmg,  and  Hufbands,  not  a  few : 
Examples  rare  !  fome  fidtious,  and  fome  true. 

You,  bright  0£tavia,  need  no  cautious  Rule, 
To  know,  deleft,  and  ihun  an  irkfome  Fool : 
But  lefs  fagacious  Virgins  often  take 
Nonfenfe  for  Wit,  and  rue  the  dire  Miftake. 
Of  thefe,   Pamela,  beauteous  without  Pride; 
Blefs'd  with  more  Senfe  than  half  her  Sex  befide ; 
Was  in  her  Prime  by  Youths  incircled  round, 
Who,  as  me  trod,  ador'd  the  hallow'd  Ground ; 
Till,  tir'd  of  Flatt'ry,  and  the  odious  Chace, 
She  fled  for  Shelter  to  a  Fool's  Embrace : 

Yet 
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Yet  her  calm  Brow  betrays  no  fullen  Frown, 
And  her  own  Virtue  fpares  the  Idiot's  Crown. 
But  could  our  Eyes  behold  the  deep  Recefs, 
Where  fofc  Pamela's  Thoughts  in  private  reft, 
You'd  find,  in  fpite  of  Hymens  facred  Vows, 
Ten  Hours  in  Twelve  that  (lie  abhors  her  Spoufe. 

'Tis  true,  this  Cafe  will  not  Otf'avia  fit  ; 
For  ev'n  his  Foes  allow  Philander  Wit ; 
In  whofe  dear  Caufe  fo  ftrongly  you  difpute : 
But  then  remember  Sylvia,  and  be  mute. 

' 
Syhia  the  Fair,  her  Father's  only  Pride, 

To  noble  Lyjias  was  a  beauteous  Bride ; 
Lyjiasy  admir'd  by  all  the  gazing  Croud, 
With  Wit  good-natur'd,  nor  with  Learning  proud  j 
Well  vers'd  in  Morals,  and  in  facred  Song  5 
Nor  e'er  was  heard  to  give  his  Judgment  wrong. 
His  Smiles  more  Converts  than  his  Precepts  won  ; 
The  Proud  and  Stubborn  to  his  Lectures  run : 

H  4  For 


104      P  o  E  M  s  on  feveral  Occafions. 
For  none  like  Lyfias  could  the  Froward  win  ; 
And  Youths  were  proud  of  a  Rebuke  from  him : 
A  kind  Companion,  and  a  faithful  Guide  } 
Pleafant  to  all,  except  his  doating  Bride. 
Ah !  now  his  Guilt  our  next  Attention  calls : 
The  Aft  is  over,  and  the  Curtain  falls. 
Through  a  bright  Scene  of  Virtues  we  have  ran ; 
But  here  our  Saint  degen'rates  into  Man. 
Yet  Sylvia  might  the  niceft  Fancy  pleafe ; 
And  all  her  Actions  wore  a  graceful  Eafe  : 
Adorn'd  with  ev'ry  Charm  that  fweetens  Life  ; 
No  Fault  me  had,  except  the  Name  of  Wijt  5 
Till  fmother'd  Grief  the  fading  Rofes  tore 
From  her  foft  Cheek,  and  Sylvia  mines  no  more. 

Now  her  gay  Spoufe  amongft  his  Friends  furvey, 
Smiling  as  fweetly  as  the  rifing  Day^ 
Who  lit  in  Rapture,  with  their  Senfes  hung 
On  the  bewitching  Mufic  of  his  Tongue. 

Juft 
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Juft  in  their  Mirth  comes  in  his  humble  Fair, 
With  fmiling  Vifage,  and  obfequious  Air  :  - 
"  My  Dear,  are  you  at  Leifure  ?  Dinner  flays"— 
He,  frowning,  anfwers  :  "  I'll  confult  my  Eafe. 
"  Hence  with  your  dull  Impertinence,  I  pray; 
<c  And  talk  of  Vapours  o'er  your  darling  Tea." 
She  goes,  with  aching  Heart,  and  ftreaming  Eyes, 
To  curfe  her  Fondnefs,  and  the  Fate  of  Wives. 


^  with  Study  and  Ill-nature  four'd  ; 
With  Learning  peevifh,  and  with  Spleen  devour'd  j 
Difdains  to  look  on  aught  below  the  Sky  : 
And  his  bright  Cell  a  fits  negle&ed  by. 
His  prattling  Infants  make  their  Court  in  vain  j 
The  rolling  Planets  fill  his  working  Brain  ; 
Whofe  Syftems  make  the  trembling  Stars  afraid, 
And  Virgo  blufhes  like  an  earthly  Maid. 
While  thus  he  triumphs  thro'  th'  ethereal  Way, 
Can  Tycho  bear  the  Sight  of  human  Clay  ? 

Ah! 
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Ah !  Gelia,  no :  • — I  pray  give  o'er  your  Tears : 
No  Room  for  Wife  among  the  ihining  Spheres. 

Cbloe,  a  Prude,  the  ftricSeft  of  her  Tribe, 
Renounc'd  all  Sin,  except  her  darling  Pride : 
Pamphilia's  Wit  as  Blafphemy  me  view'd, 
And  call'd  the  Smiles  of  Leonora  lewd. 
If  Men  were  by,  me  could  not  tafle  her  Tea ; 
Nor  fcarce  diftinguifh  Brandy  from  Bohea. 
To  Church  (he  ventur'd,  if  the  Sky  was  clear  5 
But  faw  no  Soul,  except  the  Parfon,  there. 
She  read  the  Pfalms,  fecur'd  behind  her  Fan ; 
But  loft  her  Sentence  at  the  Sight  of  Man. 

Enthujianio  faw  this  fober  Maid : 
Enthufianio  was  to  Love  betray 'd. 
As  great  a  Sinner,  and  a  Saint,  was  he , 
And  much  a  greater  Hypocrite  than  She. 


Twelve  honeft  Youths  he  to  the  Army  fent : 
Their  Crimes  were  eating  Saufages  in  Lent. 


He 
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He  broke  his  Page  unhappy  Ralpbds  Crown, 

Becaufe  he  trod  upon  the  Parfon's  Gown. 

He  courted  C&fr/in  no  vulgar  Style  -, 

Nor  e'er  approach^  her  with  an  earthly  Smile : 

With  Sternbolds  Phrafe  he  won  the  lovely  Dame: 

No  witty  Couplet  did  his  Lips  profane  : 

He  fcorn'd  the  Language  and  the  Court  of  Beaux, 

And  fent  her  Bibles,  'itead  of  Billet-dcux. 

This  moJeft  Virgin  took  her  ferious  Slave, 
As  a  kind  Ufher  to  her  filent  Grave  ; 
With  him  would  rail  at  Poetry  and  Play, 
And  mutter  Scandal  o're  her  morning  Tea  j 
The  Hearts  of  Maidens  in  their  Drefs  could  view, 
And  (hrewdly  blame  the  Tye  of  Celia's  Shoe, 
The  Knot  of  Sylvia, — Zepbalinda's  Curl ; 
And  Wretches  headlong  to  Deflruction  hurl. 

But  now  her  Lamb  has  med  his  borrow'd  Skin, 
And  Hands  confefl  the  brazen  Wolf  of  Sin, 

And 
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And  yet  the  Fool,  with  Impudence  and  Pride, 
Still  preaches  Duty  to  his  mourning  Bride ; 
That  Men  unqueftion'd  round  the  World  may  roam, 
While  the  good  Wife,  at  her  induftrious  Home, 
Without  repining,  muft  her  Lord  obey, 
Nor  without  Leave  fhould  tafte  her  fav'rite  Tea : 
Women  (hould  feed  on  fimple  Meats  and  thin : 
High  Food  infpir'd  the  wand'ring  Mind  to  Sin. 

And  when  her  Spoufe  in  fecret  would  attend 
His  wanton  Miftrefs,  or  his  drunken  Friend. 
He  to  her  Clofet  leads  this  humble  Fair ; 
Bids  her  be  good  ;  and  (huts  her  up  to  Pray'r  : 
Thus  may  Ottawa  in  our  Pidure  fee, 
What  others  are,  and  She  muft  fhortly  be. 

Poets  and  Painters  then,  perhaps  you'll  cry, 
Oft  in  their  Satire,  and  their  Canvas,  lye. 
But,  dear  Otfavia,  in  the  Cafe  of  Wife, 
I  fear  the  Shade  but  faintly  apes  the  Life. 

Yet, 
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. 

Yet,  not  a  Rebel  to  your  Hymen's  Law, 
His  facred  Altars  I  behold  with  Awe : 
Nor  Foe  to  Man ;  for  I  acknowlege  yet  , 
Some  Men  have  Honour,  as  fome  Maids  have  Wit. 
But  then  remember,  thefe,  my  learned  Fair, 
Old  Authors  tell  us,  are  extremely  rare. 

' 

And  mall  Otfavia  proftitute  her  Store, 
To  buy  a  Tyrant  with  the  tempting  Ore  ? 
Befides,  I  fear  your  Shackles  will  be  found 
Too  dearly  purchased  with  a  thoufand  Pound. 

Then  be  the  charming  Miftrefs  of  thy  Gold ; 
While  young,  admir'd  ;  and  rev'renc'd,  when  you're 

Old. 

The  Grave  and  Sprightly  (hall  thy  Board  attend, 
The  gay  Companion,  and  the  ferious  Friend. 
Let  meagre  Wits  a  kind  Acceptance  find, 
And  boaft  they  lately  with  Ottawa  din'd. 

Let 
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Let  hungry  Orphans  there  redrefs  their  Woes  $ 

Pity  for  thefe,  let  Mir  a  plead  for  thofe. 

So  may  your  Days  in  Halcyon  Moments  rur^ 

Happy  at  rifing  and  declining  Sun ! 

Still  may  Otfav/a  Wefs  the  infant  Day, 

And  flill  with  Smiles  behold  its  parting  Ray  ! 

Till  thofe  gay  Rofes  bid  your  Cheeks  adieu, 

And  your  brown  Locks  mail  take  a  filver  Hue. 

Then,  calm  as  weary  Infants  feek  Repofe,   --'A 

Otfavia  (hall  her  beauteous  Eye-lid^  clofe ;     '-d  oT 

Then  fable  Night  fliall  lead  a  weeping  Train 

Of  meldng  Sorrows  o'er  the  mourning  Plain : 

With  real  Sighs  mall  youthful  Bofoms  fwell, 

And  crouding  Virgins  feek  a  laft  Farewel : 

Pity  ihall  triumph  in  the  Breafts  of  Men ; 

And  Eyes  fliall  weep,  which  never  wept  till  then. 

1 

CRUM- 
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...., 

GRUMBLE-HALL. 

. 

\TTHENFrierids  or  Fortune  frown  on  Mira's 

**  Lay, 

Or  gloomy  Vapours  hide  the  Lamp  of  Day ; 
With  low'ring  Forehead,  and  with  aching  Limbs, 
Opprefs'd  with  Head-ach,  and  eternal  Whims, 
Sad  Mlra  vows  to  quit  the  darling  Crime : 
Yet  takes  her  Farewel,  and  repents,  in  Rhyme. 

But  fee  (more  charming  than  Armidas  Wiles) 
The  Sun  returns,  and  Artemijla  fmiles : 
Then  in  a  trice  the  Refolutions  fly ; 
And  who  fo  frolick  as  the  Mufe  and  I  ? 
We  fing  once  more,  obedient  to  her  Call; 
Once  more  we  fingj  and  'tis  Qi-Cntmbk-Hall\ 

That 
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That  Crumblc-Hall,  whofe  hofpitable  Door 
Has  fed  the  Stranger,  and  reliev'd  the  Poor ; 
Whofe  Gotbic  Towers,  and  whofe  rufty  Spires, 
Were  known  of  old  to  Knights,  and  hungry  Squires. 
There  powder 'd  Beef,  and  Warden-Pies,  were  found ; 
And  Pudden  dwelt  within  her  fpacious  Bound : 

Pork,  Peas,  and  Bacon  (good  old  Englijb  Fare!), 

• 

With  tainted  Ven'fon,  and  with  hunted  Hare : 

With  humming  Beer  her  Vats  were  wont  to  flow, 

And  ruddy  Ncttar  in  her  Vaults  to  glow. 

Here  came  the  Wights,  who  battled  for  Renown, 

The  fable  Frier,  and  the  ruflet  Glown : 

The  loaded  Tables  fent  a  fav'ry  Gale, 

And  the  brown  Bowls  were  crown'd  with  fimp'ring 

Ale; 

While  the  Guefts  ravag'd  on  the  fmoking  Store, 
Till  their  ftretch'd  Girdles  would  contain  no  more. 

Of  this  rude  Palace  might  a  Poet  fmg 
From  cold  December  to  returning  Spring  j 

Tell 
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Tell  how  the  Building  fpreads  on  either  Hand, 
And  two  grim  Giants  o'er  the  Portals  ftand ; 
Whofe  grilled  Beards  are  neither  comb'd  nor  (horn, 
But  look  fevere,  and  horribly  adorn. 

Then  ftep  within — there  flands  a  goodly  Row 
Of  oaken  Pillars — where  a  gallant  Show 
Of  mimic  Pears  and  carv'd  Pomgranates  twine, 
With  the  plump  Cluilers  of  the  fpreading  Vine. 
Strange  Forms  above,  prefent  themfelves  to  View; 
Some  Mouths  that  grin,  fome  fmile,  and  fome  that 

fpew. 

Here  a  foft  Maid  or  Infant  feems  to  cry : 
Here  flares  a  Tyrant,  with  diilorted  Eye  : 
The  Roof — no  Cyclops  e'er  could  reach  fo  high : 
Not  Polypbeme,  tho'  form'd  for  dreadful  Harms, 
The  Top  could  meafure  with  extended  Arms. 
Here  the  pleas'd  Spider  plants  her  peaceful  Loom : 
Here  weaves  fecure,  nor  dreads  the  hated  Broom. 

VOL.  II.  I  But 
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But  at  the  Head  ( and  furbifh'd  once  a  Year ) 
The  Heralds  myftic  Compliments  appear : 
Round  the  fierce  Dragon  Honi  Soif  twines, 
And  Royal  Edward  o'er  the  Chimney  (hines. 

Safely  the  Mice  through  yon  dark  Paflage  run, 
Where  the  dim  Windows  ne'er  admit  the  Sun. 
Along  each  Wall  the  Stranger  blindly  feels  j 
And  (trembling)  dreads  a  Spectre  at  his  Heels. 

The  fav'ry  Kitchen  much  Attention  calls : 
Weftphalia  Hams  adorn  the  fable  Walls : 
.The  Fires,  blaze  j  the  greafy  Pavements  fry  -, 
And  fteaming  Odours  from  the  Kettles  fly. 

See  1  .yon  brown  Parlour  on  the  Left  appears, 
For  nothing  famous,  but  its  leathern  Chairs, 
Whofe  {hining  Nails  like  polim'd  Armour  glow, 


And  the  dull  Clock  beats  audible  and  flow. 


But 
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But  on  the  Right  we  fpy  a  Room  more  fair : 
The  Form — 'tis  neither  long,  nor  round,  nor  fquare  -, 
The  Walls  how  lofty,  and  the  Floor  how  wide, 
We  leave  for  learned  Quadrus  to  decide. 
Gay  China  Bowls  o'er  the  broad  Chimney  mine, 
Whofe  long  Defcription  would  be  too  fublime : 
And  much  might  of  the  Tapeftry  be  fung : 
But  we're  content  to  fay,  The  Parlour's  hung. 

We  count  the  Stairs,  and  to  the  Right  afcend, 
Where  on  the  Walls  the  gorgeous  Colours  blend. 
There  doughty  George  beflrides  the  goodly  Steed; 
The  Dragon's  flaughter'd,  and  the  Virgin  freed : 
And  there  (  but  lately  refcu'd  from  their  Fears ) 
The  Nymph  and  ferious  Ptolemy  appears : 
Their  aukward  Limbs  unwieldy  are  difplay'd; 
And,  like  a  Milk- wench,  glares  the  royal  Maid. 

I  2  From 
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From  hence  we  turn  to  more  familiar  Rooms; 
Whofe  Hangings  ne'er  were  wrought  in  Grecian 

Looms : 

Yet  the  foft  Stools,  and  eke  the  lazy  Chair, 
To  Sleep  invite  the  Weary,  and  the  Fair. 

Shall  we  proceed  ? — Yes,   if  you'll  break  the 

Wall: 

If  not,  return,  and  tread  once  more  the  Hall. 
Up  ten  Stone  Steps  now  pleafe  to  drag  your  Toes, 
And  a  brick  Paffage  will  fucceed  to  thofe. 
Here  the  ftrong  Doors  were  aptly  fram'd  to  hold 
Sir  Wdry's  Perfon,  and  Sir  Wary's  Gold. 
Here  Biron  deeps,  with  Books  encircled  round  ; 
And  him  you'd  guefs  a  Student  moft  profound. 
Not  fo — in  Form  the  dully  Volumes  (land  : 
There's  few  that  wear  the  Mark  of  Biron's  Hand. 

Would 
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Would  you  go  farther  ? — Stay  a  little  then  : 
Back  thro'  the Paflage— down  the  Steps  again; 
Thro'  yon  dark  Room— Be  careful  how  you  tread 
Up  thefe  fteep  Stairs — or  you  may  break  your  Head. 
Thefe  Rooms  are  furnifh'd  amiably,  and  full: 
Old  Shoes,  and  Sheep-ticks  bred  in  Stacks  of  Wool; 
Grey  Dobbin's  Gears,  and  Drenching-Horns  enow; 
Wheel-fpokes the  Irons  of  a  tatter'd  Plough. 

No  farther — Yes,  a  little  higher,  pray: 
At  yon  fmall  Door  you'll  find  the  Beams  of  Day, 
While  the  hot  Leads  return  the  fcorching  Ray. 
Here  a-gay  Profpect  meets  the  ravim'd  Eye : 
Meads,  Fields,  and  Groves,  in  beauteous  Order  lie. 
From  hence  the  Mufe  precipitant  is  hurl'd, 
And  drags  down  Mira  to  the  nether  World. 

Thus  far  the  Palace Yet  there  flill  remain 

Vnfung  the  Gardens,  and  the  menial  Train. 

13  Its 
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Its  Groves  anon its  People  firft  we  fing: 

Hear,  Jlrtenrifia,  hear  the  Song  we  bring. 
Sophronia  firft  in  Verfe  fhall  learn  to  chime, 
And  keep  her  Station,  tho'  in  Mira's  Rhyme; 
Sopbronia  fage  !  whofe  learned  Knuckles  know 
To  form  round  Cheefe-cakes  of  the  pliant  Dough ; 
To  bruife  the  Curd,  and  thro'  her  Fingers  fqueeze 
Ainbrofial  Butter  with  the  temper'd  Cheefe  : 
Sweet  Tarts  and  Pudden,  too,  her  Skill  declare  $ 
And  the  foft  Jellies,  hid  from  baneful  Air. 

O'er  the  warm  Kettles,  and  the  fav'ry  Steams, 
Grave  Colinettus  of  his  Oxen  dreams : 
Then,  ftarting,  anxious  for  his  new-mown  Hay, 
Runs  headlong  out  to  view  the  doubtful  Day : 
But  Dinner  calls  with  more  prevailing  Charms; 
And  fuily  Gruffo  in  his  aukward  Arms 
Bears  the  tall  J  igg,  and  turns  a  glaring  Eye, 
As  tho/  he  fear'd  fome  Infurredion  nigh 
From  the  fierce  Crew,  that  gaping  ftand  a-dry. 

O'er- 
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O'er-ftufFd  with  Beef ;  with  Cabbage  much  too 

full, 

And  Dumpling  too  (fit  Emblem  of  his  Skull ! ) 
With  Mouth  wide  open,  but  with  doling  Eyes 
Unwieldy  Roger  on  the  Table  lies. 
His  able  Lungs  difcharge  a  rattling  Sound  : 
Prince  barks,  Spot  howls,  and  the  tall  Roofs  rebound. 
Him  Urs'la  views ;  and,  with  dejected  Eyes, 
u  Ah !  Roger,  Ah!  "  the  mournful  Maiden  cries : 
<c  Is  wretched  Urs'la  then  your  Care  no  more, 
cc  That,  while  I  figh,  thus  you  can  fleep  and  fnore  ? 
<f  Ingrateful  Roger  !  wilt  thou  leave  me  now  ? 
"  For  you  thefe  Furrows  mark  my  fading  Brow  : 
fe  For  you  my  Pigs  refign  their  Morning  Due  : 
"  My  hungry  Chickens  lofe  their  Meat  for  you: 
"  And,  was  it  not,  Ah!  was  it  not  for  thee, 
"  No  goodly  Pottage  would  be  drefs'd  by  me. 
'*  For  thee  thefe  Hands  wind  up  the  whirling  Jack, 
<c  Or  place  the  Spit  acrofs  the  Hoping  Rack. 

I  4  "I 
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"  I  bafte  the  Mutton  with  a  chearful  Heart, 
ct  Becaufe  I  know  my  Roger  will  have  Part." 

Thus  fhe — But  now  her  Dim-kettle  began 
To  boil  and  blubber  with  the  foaming  Bran. 
The  greafy  Apron  round  her  Hips  fhe  ties, 
And  to  each  Plate  the  fcalding  Clout  applies : 
The  purging  Bath  each  glowing  Dim  refines, 
And  once  again  the  poliih'd  Pewter  mines. 

Now  to  thofe  Meads  let  frolick  Fancy  rove, 
Where  o'er  yon  Waters  nods  a  pendent  Grove; 
In  whofe  clear  Waves  the  pidtur'd  Boughs  are  feen,. 
With  fairer  BloiToms,  and  a  brighter  Green. 
Soft  flow'ry  Banks  the  fpreading  Lakes  divide : 
Sharp -pointed  Flags  adorn  each  tender  Side. 
See !  the  pleas'd  Swans  along  the  Surface  play;     •) 
Where  yon  cool  Willows  meet  the  fcorching  Ray,  > 
When  fierce  Orion  gives  too  warm  a  Day.  J 

But, 
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But,  hark!  what  Scream  the  wond'ring  Ear  in- 
vades ! 

The  Dryads  howling  for  their  threaten 'd  Shades : 
Round  the  dear  Grove  each  Nymph  dift  rafted  flies 
(Tho'  not  djfcover'd  but  with  Poet's  Eyes) : 
And  fhall  thofe  Shades,  where  Philomela's  Strain 
Has  oft  to  Slumber  lull'd  the  haplefs  Swain; 
Where  Turtles  us'd  to  clap  their  filken  Wings ; 
Whofe  rev'rend  Oaks    have   known  a  hundred 

Springs ; 

Shall  theie  ignobly  from  their  Roots  be  torn, 
And  perifh  fhameful,  as  the  abject  Thorn; 
While  the  flow  Carr  bears  off  their  aged  Limbs, 
To  clear  the  Way  for  Slopes,  and  modern  Whims ; 
Where  baniftfd  Nature  leaves  a  barren  Gloom, 
And  aukward  Art  fupplies  the  vacant  Room  ? 
Yet  (or  the  Mufe  for  Vengeance  calls  in  vain) 
The  injur'd  Nymphs  fhall  haunt  the  ravag'd  Plain : 

Strange 
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Strange  Sounds  and  Forms  mall  teaze  the  gloomy 

Green ; 

And  Fairy-Elves  by  Urs'Ia  mall  be  feen : 
Their  new-built  Parlour  mail  with  Echoes  ring  : 
And  in  their  Hall  fhall  doleful  Crickets  fmg. 

Then  ceafe,  Diratfo,  ftay  thy  defp'rate  Hand ; 
And  let  the  Grove,  if  not  the  Parlour,  {land. 


Upon 
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Upon  her  Play  being  returned  to  her^  flawed 
with  Claret, 

TTTElcome,  dear  Wanderer,  once  more! 
Thrice  welcome  to  thy  native  Cell ! 
Within  this  peaceful  humble  Door 
Let  Thou  and  I  contented  dwell! 

But  fay,  O  whither  haft  thou  rang'd  ? 

Why  doft  thou  blufh  a  Crimfon  Hue  ? 
Thy  fair  Complexion's  greatly  chang'd : 

Why,  I  can  fcarce  believe  'tis  you. 

Then  tell,  my  Son,    O  tell  me,  Where 
Did  ft  thou  contract  this  fottifh  Dye  ? 

You  kept  ill  Company,  I  fear, 

When  difhnt  from  your  Parent's  Eye. 

Was 
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Was  it  for  This,  O  gracelefs  Child  ! 

Was  it  for  This,  you  learn'd  to  fpell  ? 
Thy  Face  and  Credit  both  are  fpoil'd  : 

Go  drown  thyfelf  in  yonder  Well. 

I  wonder  how  thy  Time  was  fpent  : 
No  News  ( alas ! )  hadft  thou  to  bring. 

Haft  thou  not  clirnb'd  the  Monument  ? 
Nor  feen  the  Lions,  nor  the  King  ? 

But  now  I'll  keep  you  here  fecure  : 
No  more  you  view  the  fmoaky  Sky : 

The  Court  was  never  made  ( I'm  fure ) 
For  Idiots,  like  Thee  and  I. 


THE 


UNHAPPY   FATHER. 


TRAGEDY. 


Dramatis  Perfonx. 

D  Y  c  A  R  B  A  s,  the  Unhappy  Father. 

Sons  of  DycarbaSi  in  Love  with 


POLONIUS, 

EUSTATHIUS,  Nephew  of  Dycarbas,  and  Huf- 
band  of  Emilia. 

LEONARDO,  Coufin  to  Euftatbius. 

• 

P  A  u  L  u  s,  Servant  to  Dycarbas. 
P  L  Y  N  u  s,  Servant  to  Euftathius. 
T  i  M  N  u  s,  Servant  to  Polonius. 


EMILIA,  Daughter  of  Dycarbas. 

TERENTIA,  a  young  Lady  under  the  Guardian- 
fhip  of  Dycarbas. 

CLAUDIA,  Servant  to  ferentia.  • 


SCENE,  a  Gentleman's  Country- Houfe. 


THE 


. 


THE 

6     • 

UNHAPPY   FATHER. 
ACT! 

SCENE   an   Apartment. 
POLONIUS  and  TERENTIA  meeting. 

POLONIUS. 

OH !  my  'Terentia,  not  the  dawning  Sun, 
That  now  mines  lovely  on  the  dewy  Hills, 
Wears  half  the  Sweetnefs  of  thy  pleafing  Form  : 
This  docile  Heart,  confefling  thy  Approach, 
Leaps  in  its  Bofom  like  the  bounding  Roe  : 
No  other  Object  thefe  fond  Eyes  behold ; 
No  other  Wim,  but  ftill  to  gaze  on  thec. 

TERENTIA. 

Yes,  my  Pohnius,  yes ;  I  will  confefs, 
That  my  glad  Spirits  triumph  in  thy  Love  j 
VOL.  II.  K  That 
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That,  while  I  fee  thee  here,  and  know  thee  kind, 
The  laughing  Days  unheeded  glide  away, 
And  the  foft  Seafons  wear  eternal  Spring  j 
My  former  Woes  lie  bury'd  in  Oblivion, 
The  Wrongs  and  Sorrows  of  my  Infant  Years : 
Then  are  we  truly  happy,  or  deceiv'd  ? 

POLONIOS. 

Then  are  we  happy  !  —Where  remains  the  Doubt  ? 
Didil  thou,  Terentia,  didft  thou  doat  like  me, 
Sure  thy  full  Soul  would  find  no  vacant  room 
For  dull  Mifgivings,  and  for  cold  Surmife  : 
No  wand'ring  Gueft  would  find  Admittance  there  j 
But  fmiling  Hope,  Joy,  Conftancy,  and  Love. 

TERENTIA. 

In  this  ftrange  World,  made  up  of  Sun  and  Show'rs, 
Who  e'er  was  plac'd  beyond  the  Reach  of  Woe  ? 
The  Cheek,  that  late  was  dimpled  o'er  with  Smiles, 
Pleas'd  with  the  Farce  of  tranfitory  Joy, 
Crows  pale  and  languid,  if  the  Curtain  falls, 
Till  the  next  Scene  exhibits  fomething  gay  : 
Then  childifli  Fancy,  glad  to  catch  the  Laugh, 
Is  happy  till  the  next  returning  Storm. 

P  O  L  O- 
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P  O  L  O  N  I  U  S. 

But  why  this  grave  Philofophy  To-day? 
Leave  thefc  dull  LefTons  for  more  gloomy  Hours  : 
Thy  charming  Voice  far  better  would  become 
The  gentle  Numbers  of  enchanting  Song  : 
Tis  thine  to  fmooth,  to  harmonize  the  Soul, 
Soft  warbling  to  the  Lute's  refponfive  Sound. 

TERENTIA. 

O  fay,  thou  fmiling,  dear  Deceiver,  fay, 
Canft  thou,  with  Shew  of  Ecftafy  and  Truth, 
Avow  thy  Heart  the  Slave  of  its  Terentia  ? 
But  foon,  if  Honour,  if  Ambition  call, 
The  carelefs  Youth  can  throw  his  Darling  by, 
For  brighter  Views  j  and  part  without  a  Pang. 
Laft  Night  I  heard — I  heard  with  wounded  Ears, 
Your  cruel  Father  (never  fo  till  then) 
Give  the  flricl:  Orders  for  your  hafty  Voyage. 
My  fwelling  Heart  was  ftung  with  bitter  Grief; 
But  you  receiv'd  the  Sentence  with  a  Smile. 

POLONIUS. 

Alas !  Tcrentla^  why  would  ft  thou  alarm 
The  lurking  Woes  that  flurnbcrd  in  my  Breaft  ? 
K  2  Why 


132        *fhe  UNHAPPY    FATHER. 

Why  won Idft  thou  tear  from  this  unguarded  Heart 
The  little  Fort  which  Reafon  lately  made  ? 
(Weak  Engineer  againft  thy  Sex's  Charms!) 
Could  thofe  bright  Eyes  pierce  thro'  my  naked  Soul, 
And  there  behold  the  Tumult  thou  haft  rais'd ; 
See  the  rous'd  Paffions  wage  a  defp'rate  War, 
And  Love  and  Duty  ftruggle  for  the  Crown ; 
'Twould  merit  Pity,  not  deferve  Reproach  : 
For  I  muft  own,  in  fpite  of  artful  Smiles, 
Put  on  to  hide  the  Weaknefs  of  my  Heart, 
To  part  with  thee  is  fomething  more  than  Death  : 
»Tis  more  than  Darknefs,  or  the  yawning  Grave  : 
For  thou  art  all — Believe  me,  thou  art  all 
The  Good,  the  Joy,  the  Life,  of  thy  Polonius. 

TERENTIA. 

Small  Arguments  confute  the  willing  Maid, 
Whofe  partial  Reafon  takes  the  Bribe  of  Love. 
I  truft  thy  Faith,  thou  Partner  of  my  Soul : 
Tho'  Mountains  part  us,  Oceans  roll  between, 
Or  Whirlwinds  bear  us  to  the  diftant  Poles, 
Yet  the  freed  Spirits  fliall  again  unite, 
And  take  their  Flight  beyond  the  Reach  of  Fate. 

But,  fee! Your  Father.     Let  us  part  a  while, 

Till  fome  kind  Moment  favour  us  again. 

\Exit  Polonius. 
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Enter  DYCARBAS, 
DYCARBAS. 

May  many  Mornings,  all  as  fair  as  this, 
Come,  fraught  with  Pleafure,  to  attend  on  thee, 
Thou  pleafing  Object  of  thy  Guardian's  Care. 

TERENTIA. 

I  found  your  Goodnefs  in  my  Infant  Years, 
When,  like  the  Genius  of  my  Fate,  you  came, 
Took  me  from  Want,  from  Avarice,  and  Wrong, 
And  the  ftern  Ufage  of  a  barb'rous  Uncle ; 
My  Fortune  fav'd  from  the  voracious  Law  j 
And  plac'd  me  here  to  thrive  beneath  your  Smile. 
If  Deeds  like  this  demand  a  Bleffing,  then 
Sure  Heav'n  has  Millions  ftill  in  Store  for  you : 
For  You,  afcend  the  Pray'rs  of  hoary  Age, 
Who  (hare  the  Comfort  of  your  bounteous  Hand  : 
Deferted  Babes  are  taught  to  lifp  your  Name, 
And,  fmiling,  flretch  their  little  Hands  to  you. 

DYCARBAS. 

To  Heav'n  I  point  my  Actions,  and  my  Hopes : 
I  afk  no  Praifes,  nor  Reward,  from  Man  : 
Who  follows  Virtue  for  the  fake  of  Fame, 

K  3  Will 
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Will  find  his  Pay  Remorfe  and  Difappointment ; 
And  the  loft  Wretch  will  then  be  twice  undone. 
But  fay,  Terentia,  why  this  feridus  Air  ? 
Why  has  thy  Face  forgot  its  wonted  Smile  ? 
Does  Sicknefs,  Grief,  or  Care,  opprefs  thy  Heart  ? 
Unload  your  Woes,  and  they  fhall  find  a  Friend. 

TERENTIA. 

My  Woes,  my  Lord,  are  far  beneath  your  Care  ; 
Only  the  common  Vapours  of  the  Brain  : 
A  Turn  or  two  in  yonder  Garden  Walks 
Will  bring  my  Spirits  to  their  ufual  State. 

DrCARBAS. 

May  fome  bleft  Guardian  wait  upon  thy  Steps, 
Watch  o'er  thy  Thoughts,  and  lift  them  to  the  Sky ! 

[Exit  Terentia. 

DYCARBAS  folus. 

Affift  me,  Heav'n !  and  teach  me  how  to  act 
In  this  fo  nice,  fo  delicate  Affair  : 
My  youngeft  Hope  adores, yon  lovely  Maid ; 
And  (if  I'm  right)  the  fame  ill-fated  Paflion 
Torments  the  Spirit  of  my  elder  Son  : 
Tho'  he  in  Secret  hides  the  lambent  Flame, 

Yet 
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Yet  the  ftill  Treafon  wanders  in  his  Eyes. 
And  have  I  nurs'd  with  Care  thefe  rival  Flow'rs, 
And  taught  them  long  to  love  each  other's  Shade  ? 
Now  mall  I  fee  'em  clam  their  Hands  together, 
And  in  a  Moment  blaft  the  Toil  of  Years. 
Her  Inclination  my  Confent  has  join'd 
To  give  this  beauteous  Bleffing  to  Poknius: 
Then  how  ?  Ah  !  how,  fhall  I  recant  j  or  how 
See  one  Child  happy,  while  another  mourns  ? 
Tis  Abfence  then  muft  cure  this  growing  111: 
And  while  they  both  are  diftant  from  heriSmiles, 
Corroding  Jealoufy  will  find  no  Room  : 
And  fome  new  Beauty  from  Lycander's  Breafl 
Perhaps  may  banim  this  forbidden  Fair. 
And  Thou,  great  Pow'r,  whom  none  can  com- 
prehend j 

At  whofe  Command  the  rolling  Worlds  around 
Keep  their  due  Diftance  -,    nor  tranfgrefs   their 

Sphere ; 

O  let  fome  delegated  Saint  receive 
My  erring  Children  to  his  facred  Charge, 
And  lead  them  foftly  in  the  Paths  of  Peace. 

K  4  SCENE 
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SCENE  the  Garden. 
LYCANDER.       TERENTIA. 

TERENTIA. 
Vf/'HY  do  you  haunt  my  folitary  Walk, 

And  make  Retreat  feem  painful  to  my  Soul  ? 
When  for  the  Bleffing  of  a  Moment's  Thought 
To  thefe  foft  Shades  I  take  my  lonely  Way, 
Methinks  J  hear  your  fwifter  Step  behind  : 
I  fly  from  thence  j  yet  in  the  next  dark  Alley 
Expect  to  meet  the  Face  I  fled  before. 

LYCANDER. 

Yet  'tis  no  Monfter  that  purfues  you  thus : 
I  wear  no  Serpent's,  nor  no  Tyger's  Form  : 
In  me  what  is  there  that  may  caufe  Affright, 
And  move  at  once  your  Horror  and  your  Hate  ? 

TERENTIA. 

Your  Form,  perhaps,   may  pleafe  fome  brighter 

Fair, 

And  find  a  Conqueft  worthy  of  itfelf. 
My  heavy  Tafte  was  ne'er  defign'd  to  fit 
The  Judge  of  Beauty,  and  external  Charms; 

And 
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And  fure  I  am  your  Spirit  would  difdain 
That  it  mould  pafs  a  Sentence  on  your  Mind  : 
How  then  can  you  debafe  that  lofty  Soul, 
Where  proud  Philofophy  and  Science  reign, 
And  pulh  your  lordly  Reafon  from  its  Throne, 
To  court  the  Favour  of  a  peevifti  Girl  ? 

LYCANDER. 

Jnfulting  Fair!  —  Thefe  are  your  Sex's  Arts: 
You  fpread  your  Charms  to  catch  the  heedlefs  Eye, 
To  bring  down  Wifdom  to  your  fhining  Lure  ; 
And  then  upbraid  the  Idiots  you  have  made. 
But  know,    proud  Maid,  your  Reign  fubfifts  on 

Folly  : 
Let  Men  grow  wife,  and  they  will  foon  forfake 


While  you,  like  Eaftern  Kings,  grown  mad  with 

Power, 

Manage  fo  ill  the  Morning  of  your  Empire, 
You  feldom  ever  reach  to  its  Meridian. 

TERENTIA. 

Your  florid  Tongue,  that  can  fo  aptly  paint 
Another's  Fault—  had  better  turn  its  Theme, 
And  try  to  make  Atonement  for  its  own, 

Think 
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Think  you  thofe  Powers  that  our  Adions  view, 
Whofe  piercing  Eyes  fee  thro'  the  dufky  Maze 
Of  winding  Subtlety,  and  dark  Deceit, 
Will  turn  their  firic~l  impartial  Eyes  away, 
Nor  look,  while  you  fupplant  a  Friend  and  Brother? 

' 

LYCANDER. 

Doft  thou  reproach  me,  thou,whofe  fubtle  Charms 
Firft  tore  the  Ufe  of  Reafon  from  my  Soul  ? 
ToDarknefs  go  with  that  bewitching  Face; 

In  fome  lone  Cloyfter  hide  thee  from  the  Sun  : 

J 

Perdition  hovers  in  thy  curling  Locks, 
And  on  thy  Brow  Deftruclion  keeps  her  Throne. 
Oh  give  me  back,  thou  fmiling  Sorc'refs,  do, 
My  former  Reafon,  and  fubftantial  Eale. 

TER  ENT  i  A. 

Your  Cure's  at  hand,  if  Abfence  be  the  Me^ans ; 
This  Form  no  longer  mall  offend  your  Eyes. 

[  Going, 

L.YC  A  N  D  E  R. 

Yet  ftay,  Terentia Yet  a  Moment  flay, 

And  give  the  Audience  of  a  (hort-liv'd  Minute 
To  him  whofe  Story  would  employ  an  Age, 
Proud  as  I  am,  this  ftubborn  Heart  muft  own 

Terentta's 
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Terentiafs  Conqueft — tho*  it  curfe  the  Chain  $ 
Couldft  thou  behold  the  agonizing  Pains, 
The  whirling  Rac^s,  that  tear  my  ravag'd  Soul, 
'T  would  claim  a  Tear  from  thofe  relentlefs  Eyes. 
Then  give  me  one  fofc  Smile  before  we  part; 
At  leafti  difiemble,  and  deceive  my  Woe. 

T  ERE  N  T  I  A. 

Adieu,  my  Lord  !  I'll  fee  your  Face  no  more. 

[  Exit  Ter, 

L  Y  C  AN  DE  R. 

Hah  !  gone !  — She's  gone,  and  I  am  left  behind : 
How  left  ?  —My  Judgment,  Senfe,  and  Thought, 

are  fled, 

And  ey'ry  reafoning  Faculty  of  Soul. 
There's  nothiag  left  of  me  but  a  mere  Image, 
A  worthlefs  Statue  of  unthinking  Clay. 
Can  Love  do  this  ? — Confufion  to  its  Name  ! 
Shall  I,  who  long  have  icorn'd  their  little  Arts, 
Their  practis'd  Blumes,  and  affected  Smiles ; 
Shall  I  at  laft  commence  the  whining  Boy, 
And  fcribble  Sonnets  to  the  Queen  of  Charms? 
Ye  pitying  Powers,  lift  me  to  myfelf ; 
If  not,  Oh  fvveep  me  to  an  infant  Grave : 

Take 
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Take  back  my  Spirit,  or  reftore  its  Eafe ; 

And  give  me  Death,  or  Freedom  ;  which  you  pleafe. 

[  Exit. 

SCENE    an  Apartment. 

DrcARBAS  folus. 

/^\  What  a  pleafmg  Magazine  of  Sweets 

Does  Virtue,  planted  early  in  the  Soul, 
Lay  up  for  ferious  and  reflecting  Age ! 
When  round  my  plenteous  Table  I  behold 
My  lovely  Daughter,  with  her  noble  Spoufe ; 
And  next  to  them  my  two  majeftic  Sons, 
Who  look  as  tho'  they  were  of  royal  Lineage, 
And  born  to  give  obedient  Kingdoms  Law; 
Methinks  I  flourim  like  the  fpreading  Vine, 
Whofe  curling  Branches  are  with  Clufters  hung, 
That  draw  their  Juices  from  its  friendly  Stem. 
*Tis  true,  Euftathius  is  giv'n  to  Storms, 
But  quickly  calm'd  by  Reafon's  potent  Sway, 
Like  Clouds  that  fly  before  the  conqu'ring  Sun : 
Thefe  little  Jars,  that  fhake  the  Stream  of  Peace, 
And  vex  the  Spirits  of  thefe  angry  Lovers, 
A  Father's  Care  mufl  diflipate,  and  join 

Thefe 
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Thefe  adverfe  Winds  in  one  united  Blaft  : 
With  him  I've  met  Succefs  j  and  over  her 
I  claim  th' Authority  of  paternal  Power. 
But  fee,  flie  comes- 

EMILIA. 

Good  Morrow,  facred  Sir. 

DYCARBAS. 
Have  you  lately  feen  Eujtathius  ? 

EMILIA. 

No Like  an  Infant  Criminal  I  fled* 

To  hide  me  from  a  Huiband's  angry  Frown. 

DYCARBAS. 

Rather,  Emilia,  mould  you  try  to  footh  it : 
For  your  tempeftuous  Souls,  fo  much  refembling, 
Are  both  too  haughty,  and  difdain  Subjection : 
Such  little  Feuds  as  thefe  would  quickly  ceafe, 
If  either  Side  did  but  incline  to  Reafon. 
But  fay,  Emilia,  are  your  Brothers  ready  ? 
My  Orders  were  to  forward  their  Departure, 
And  haften  each  to  his  appointed  Way. 

EMILIA- 
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EMILIA. 

Your  Orders,  Sir,  will  certainly  be  honour'd  ; 
But  yet  I  grieve  at  parting  with  Polonius: 
Ah  !  wherefore  would  you  truft  that  tender  Youth 
To  foreign  Climate?,  and  the  dang'rous  Ocean  ? 

D  Y  C  A  R  B  A  S. 

I  fee  no  Reafon  that  I  have  to  fear  : 

That  fac'red  Pow'r,  which  oft  has  led  Dycarbas 

Thro'  bleeding  Armies,  and  recoiling  Hofts, 

While  the  pale  Legions  trembled  with  Difmay, 

Through  all  the  Terrors  of  the  hoftile  Field, 

While  the  ftain'd  Armour  pent  my  fainting  Limbs, 

His  Mercy  will  preferve  my  darling  Son 

From  barb*rous  Rage,  and  the  devouring  Waves  : 

Befide?,  when  Honour  calls  a  Youth  to  Arms, 

She  will  not  liften  to  our  puny  Fears, 

But  ftamps  the  Coward  on-a  Wretch  that  lingers. 

EMILIA. 

You  fend  Lycander  to  a  diftant  Seat: 
But  why,  my  Father,  will  j'ou  part  at  once  . 
With  both  the  Pillars  of  your  drooping  Age  ? 

D  Y  c  A  R- 
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DyCARBAS. 

You  know  his  Prefence  is  required  there  : 

But  now,  Emilia ,  lift  to  what  I  fay. 

I  fee  your  ftruggling  Soul  is  ftill  in  Motion  : 

The  rebel  Paflions  labour  for  a  Vent. 

But  look  you  curb  thefe  int.elledr.ual  Storms, 

That  make  the  Regions  of  your  troubled  Breaft  : 

And  if  the  rugged  Tyrants  will  have  PafTage, 

Let  them  be  foften'd  to  repenting  Tears : 

Let  Frowns  no  more  contract  thy  lovely  Brow, 

But  gentle  Peace,  and  chearful  Joy,  reftore 

Thy  fmiling  Features  to  their  wonted  Charms : 

For  wouldft  thou  pleafe,  the  Way  is  eafy. 

No  more — for  fee  the  Morning  Sun  grows  high, 
And  I  have  fome  Affairs  require  Attendance. 

[  Exit  Dye. 

EMILIA  fola. 

When  this  cold  Heart  comes  like  a  fhivVing  Exile 
Wandering  back  again  to  this  fad  Bofom, 
The  difcontented  Vagrant  finds  with  Grief 
Its  Habitation  ft  range,  and  long  forgotten, 
With  Anguifh  fill'd,  and  longing  to  return ; 

The 
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The  mourning  Criminal  again  repents, 

And  courts  the  Friendfhip  of  its  lov'd  Euftathius. 

EUSTATHIUS.    EMILIA. 

EUSTATHIUS. 

In  Tears,  Emilia? — Spare  thofe  brilliant  Eyes. 
The  Earth's  not  worthy  of  that  precious  Dew: 
O  my  Emilia,  fure  the  favagc  Race 
That  range  on  Libyas  unfrequented  Wilds, 
Would  foften  into  human  Souls,    could  they 
Behold  the  Charms  of  a  relenting  Beauty. 

EMILIA. 

Canft  thou  forgive,  Euftathius? — If  thou  canft, 
Receive  again  this  penitential  Heart ; 
And  with  it  take  a  reconciling  Band 
pf  Refolutions  to  offend  no  more. 

EUSTATHIUS. 

Forgive  thee,  Fair  one!— Who  beholds  that. Face, 
And  would  not  give  the  Indies  for  a  Smile  ? 
What  tho*  the  lordly  Reafon  of  Euftathius 
Be  fometimes  driven  from  his  tott'ring  Throne, 
By  rebel  Paffions,  and  tumultuous  Storms  ? 
This  Breaft  has  not  imbib'd  the  Soul  of  Nero  -, 

But 
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But  when  the  fumy  Vapours  are  difpers'd, 
And  leave  the  Regions  of  my  whirling  Brain, 
The  frighted  Virtues  foon  regain  their  Seats> 
And  fmiling  Peace  unveils  her  tranquil  Brow* 

EMILIA, 

Then  we  again  are  happier  than  before  i 
So  the  Clouds  hover  round  a  Morning  Sun, 
To  fcreen  his  Luftre  from  the  drooping  Flow'rs  j 
Till  his  Rays,  piercing  through  the  gilded  Furls, 
Chear  the  glad  World,  and  make  a  double  Day* 

EUSTATHIUS. 

Believe,  "Emilia,  when  I  chid  thee  from  me, 
This  fond  Heart  pleaded  ftrongly  in  thy  Caufe, 
And  gave  the  Lye  to  my  offending  Tongue : 
But  now  'tis  part;  the  Rebels  are  fubdu'd  ; 
The  warring  Pow'rs  return  to  their  Allegiance, 
And  court  the  gentle  Empire  of  Emilia. 
Such  fhort-liv'd  Anger  fills  a  Mother's  Brea.ft, 
When  from  her  Side  me  cafts  the  froward  Babe : 
But  when  th«  little  Criminal  returns, 
Panting  with  Grief,  and  reaching  at  her  Arms, 
The  joyful  Parent  views  him  with  a  Smile, 
And  to  her  Bofom  takes  her  darling  Son  ; 

VOL.  II.  L  Perceives 
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Perceives  new  Charms,  that  ne'er  were  feen  before; 
And  to  her  Heart  me  hugs  the  fmiling  Store. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  the  Fourth. 

DYCARBAS.  LYCANDER.  POLONIUS. 

DYCARBAS. 

Sons,  be  careful ;  'tis  a  dang'rous  Age ; 
Nor  think,  becaufe  you're  diftant  from  the 

Reach 

And  ftric"l  Obfervance  of  your  Father's  Eye, 
That  you  have  Licence  to  indulge  your  Senfe 
In  modern  Luxury,  and  vicious  Pleafure  : 

No ! Think,  my  Children,  you  are  ftill  in  View 

Of  Heav'n's  broad  Eye,  and  felf-convicting  Con- 
fcience. 

LYCANDER. 

Let  the  juft  Powers  with  a  vengeful  Hand 
Sweep  off  our  Bodies  to  an  early  Grave, 
Ere  we  mould  live  to  blot  your  Days  with  Sorrow, 
And  fhame  the  facred  Fountain  of  our  Lives. 

DJTCAR- 
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DlfCARBAS. 

'Tis  nobly  fpoke! Yet  Heav'n's  avenging  Hand 

Could  not  a  heavier  Sentence  find  than  this, 

My  Childrens  Death. Ye  Pow'rs,    avert  the 

Thought. 

No! Firft  let  me  to  my  cold  Habitation 

Be  calmly  borne,  and  water'd  with  their  Tears. 
'Tis  not,  my  Sons,  I  dread  your  flagrant  Sins  j 
But  there  are  fmaller  Crimes  of  Inadvertence, 
Which  make  a  Man  look  little  in  the  World, 
And  blot  his  fair  Pretenfion  to  Efteem. 
And,  firft,  Polonius,  as  your  Bufinefs  lies 
Amongft  thofe  People,  who,  to  human  View , 
Appear  the  Grofs  and  Rabble  of  Mankind, 
Let  winning  Mildnefs  temper  your  Commands, 
And  keep  your  Heart  from  Infolence  and  Pride. 
Be  juft ;  but  fly,  O  fly,  the  Name  of  Cruel ; 
Nor  cloud  thy  Face  with  arbitrary  Frowns. 
Heav'n  {huts  its  Gates  againftthe  Name  of  Tyrant  j 
But  Mercy  will  unbar  the  blifsful  Doors. 

POLONIUS. 

You  long  have  taught  this  LefTon  to  my  Soul, 
Enforc'd  by  Precept,  .and  Example  too: 

La  'And 
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And  mould  my  rebel  difobedient  Heart 
Attempt  to  blot  the  charitable  Law, 
Moft  juftly  you  the  Traitor  might  difown, 
And  from  my  Anceftors  unfpotted  Line 
Erafe  my  Name,  and  put  a  Cypher  there. 

DYCARBAS. 

For  you,  Lycander;  when  you  travel  round 
That  fair  Eftate,  which  {hall  be  foon  your  own, 
View  ev'ry  Spot  j  fee  which  will  beft  employ 
The  willing  Peafant,  and  th'  induflrious  Hind ; 
That  quaking  Poverty  may  find  Relief, 
And  Plenty  triumph  o'er  the  laughing  Fields. 
And  now,  my  Children,  for  a  while  we  part, 
Only  to  meet  again  with  double  Joy. 
So — from  our  Eyes  the  radiant  Sun  retires, 
And  Nature  feems  to  mourn  his  parting  Fires. 
Deje&ed  Flow'rs  their  fading  Heads  recline, 
And  thro'  their  Tears  the  drooping  Lilies  mine  -, 
Till  ruddy  Morning  lifts  her  dawning  Eye, 
And  frefher  Gales  perfume  the  healthful  Sky : 
Then  the  gay  Fields  in  fairer  Beauty  mow, 
And  rofy  Buds  in  dewy  Mantles  glow ; 
The  joyful  Linnets  hop  from  Spray  to  Spray, 
Clap  their  glad  Wings,  and  hail  returning  Day. 

ACT 
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ACT     II. 

SCENE  a  Dre/mg-Room. 

TERENTIA.      CLAUDIA. 

TERENTIA. 

WHAT  mean,   ye  Pow'rs,  thefe  vilionary 
Fears, 

Thefe  horrid  Forms,  that  hover  round  my  Soul, 
And  with  pale  Terror  make  her  Midnight  Hours? 
Laft  Night, when  Nature,  wrapp'd  in  folemn  Shade, 
Sank  down  to  Reft,  and  Cynthia's  Silver  Beams 
Had  lighted  up  the  Canopy  of  Heav'n  ; 
My  thoughtful  Soul,  grown  weary  of  herfelf, 
Forfook  the  Guidance  of  her  cumbrous  Charge, 
And  dropp'd  fupine  into  the  Arms  of  Reft. 
Then  fickly  Fancy,  with  a  dreadful  Crew 
Of  black  Ideas,  crouded  on  my  Brain. 
Methcught,  in  penfive  Darknefs,  and  alone, 
I  wander'd  thro'  yon  high  and  gloomy  Hall  5 

L  3  When 
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When  at  the  farther  End  a  feeble  Light 
Sprung  up,  and  quiver'd  o'er  a  marble  Tomb ; 
There  lay  the  perfect  Figure  of  Emilia^ 
With  Cheeks  like  Afhes,  and  her  Bofom  bloody : 
A  ileeping  Phantom  at  her  Feet  was  laid, 
Whofe  pale  Hand  grafp'd  a  vifionary  Dagger. 
Trembling,  and  (hrieking,  from  the  horrid  Sight 
I  turn'dj — but  /tumbled  on  a  flaughter'd  Heap, 
Whofe  muffled  Faces  from  my  Eyes  were  hid. 
I  drew  the  Cov'ring  from  the  Head  of  one  j 
And,O !  methought — methought,  it  was  Dycarbas. 

CLAUDIA. 

Thefe  are  but  idle  Phantoms,  only  drawn 
From  broken  Reft,   and  indigefted  Fumes. 

TERENT  IA. 

So  may  it  be  !  — Yet  fomething  like  a  Doubt 
Still  hovers  on  my  difcon tented  Soul. 
Lycandsr  has  again  renew'd  the  Siege, 
And  teas'd  my  Patience  with  his  hated  Love, 
I  know  his  Temper  haughty  and  fevere, 
And  to  the  utmoft  jealous  of  his  Honour. 
But,  O  ye  Powers,  fweep  me  from  the  Light, 

I  (hould  blaft  thefe  hofpi  table  Doors, 

And, 
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And,  like  the  blazing  Heralds  of  Defpair, 
Point  out  Definition  to  this  friendly  Dwelling. 

CLAUDIA. 
See  I—The  Lord  Polonius.        ' 

POLONIUS. 

Terentia,  fofteft  of  thy  gentle  Kind, 
What  fullen  Sorrows  dare  approach  thy  Soul, 
And  draw  a  Mift  before  thofe  chearful  Eyes  ? 
Where  are  the  Graces,  and  the  fportive  Smiles, 
That  us'd  to  wanton  in  thy  pleafing  Face  ? 

TERENTIA. 

What  has  *ferentla  now  to  do  with  Smiles  ? 
No !  let  them  grace  fome  happier  Maid  than  I, 
Whofe   kinder  Genius  crowns  her  Days  with 

Pleafure, 

And  her  foft  Nights  with  undifturb'd  Repofe. 
My  Soul  is  rack'd  with  vifionary  Woes, 
And  boding  Whifpers  fill  her  waking  Hours. 
Unkind  Polonius !  Wherefore  would  you  fly, 
And  leave  Terentia,  for  the  fake  of  Fame  ? 
Ah !  cheated  Youth  !  thy  difappointed  Heart 
Will  foon  grow  weary  of  its  airy  Miftrefs. 

L  4  Tho' 
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Tho*  fmiling  Honour  with  her  painted  Plumes 
May  draw  thy  partial  Reafon.  to  her  Side  5 
Yet  think  what  Handmaids   wait   behind   her 

Throne; 

Double- tongu'd  Flatt'ry,  and  defigning  Fraud  ; 
Care  in  the  Front,  and  Danger  in  the  Rear, 

POLONIUS. 

Thy  Voice,  my  Fair,  is  fweet  as  hymning  Angels* 
Thy  foft  Complaining  enters  deeply  here, 
And  melts  the  Manhood  from  my  yielding  Soul, 
O  then  forbear !  Nor  clip  my  rifing  Wings. 
Ere  Nature  cuts  the  (lender  Twine  of  Life, 
I'd  fain  do  fomething  worthy  of  my  Birth  ; 
Something  that  may  inform  a  future  Age, 
Polonius  liv'd'j  and  Thus  and  Thus  did  he. 
When  I  have  heard  my  good  old  Father  paint 
The  dreadful  Splendor  of  a  glorious  Field, 
Methought  I  faw  the  ftreaming  Colours  wave, 
And  mining  Lances  fparkle  to  the  Sun : 
My  youthful  Cheeks  grew  warm  at  the  Defcrip-» 

tion, 
And  Hopes  of  Glory  fill'd  my  infant  Soul. 

TEREN- 
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TERENTIA. 

And  where  will  all  thefe  fhort-liv'd  Glories  fly, 
When  thofe  fair  Eyelids  fhall  be  clos'd  in  Death, 
And  thou  no  more  behold  the  chearful  $un  ? 
Then  fhall  thofe  Laurels,  dearly  bought  by  thee, 
Be  foon  tranfplanted  to  fome  worthlefs  Brow. 
Deluded  Boy !— But  go,  I  will  not  ftay  thee  -, 
And  leave  me  here  to  Solitude  and  Care. 
Some  fairer  Dame  fhall  pleafe  thy  lofty  Mind> 
J  ne'er  was  made  to  fit  a  Hero's  Arms. 

POLONIUS. 

No,  barb'rous  Maid  !  — Not  doting  Mifers  dwell 
So  fondly  o'er  their  fhining  Heaps  of  Gold, 
As  my  fad  Spirits  on  their  lov'd  Terenfia. 
Could  I  fufpedt  that  lurking  e'er  * 
Would  ftain  the  Core  of  this  apoftate  Heart  •, 
Myfelf  fhould  tear  it  from  its  fecret  Cell, 
And  throw  the  panting  Vi&im  at  your  Feet. 
J  fwearr— ? 

TERENTIA. 

No  Oaths,  my  Friend ;   leave  them  to  fmiling 
Villains, 

Who 
*  A  Blank  left  here, 
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Who  plot  the  Ruin  of  unthinking  Maids : 
I'd  rather  truft  Polonius  on  his  Word, 
Than  take  the  Bond  of  all  his  Sex  befide. 
But  fee,  alas !  the  rolling  Sun  grows  high, 
And  we  mutt  part — O  !  When  to  meet  again  ? 

POLONIUS. 

Let  no  foreboding  Thought  difturb  thy  Peace, 
Nor  wound  my  trembling  Spirit  with  thy  Tears : 
Fear  not  but  we  mall  quickly  meet. — Till  then 
May  heav'nly  Guardians  hover  round  my  Fair, 
And  fmiling  Angels  fan  her  into  Slumbers ! 
Ye  Powers,  make  this  Innocent  your  Care ; 
And  teach  me  how  to  bid  my  Love — Farewel. 

[  Exit  Pol. 

TERENTIA. 

Farewel. — O  fpare  the  folitary  Sound  : 
Juft  then  the  Raven  rais'd  a  fearful  Cry, 
And  from  yon  gloomy  Elm  the  Bird  of  Night 
Return'd  her  Anfwer  with  a  hideous  Scream. 
You  pitying  Heavens,  whofe  eternal  Gates 
Are  always  open  to  the  Cries  of  Woe; 
O  !  fhtit  them  not  againft  tferentia's  Prayer : 
Whatever  Sorrows  are  for  her  decreed, 

4  This 
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This  willing  Head  (hall  meet  the  falling  Rod : 
But  only  fpare,    O !  fpare,  my  lov'd  Polonius  ; 
And  when  you  blend  the  deadly  Draught  of  Life, 
Throw  this  one  Jewel  in  the  fatal  Cup, 
This  only  Gem ;  and  let  the  reft  be  Gall. 

[Exit. 
SCENE  the  Second. 

e 

Ly  GANDER. 

TT7  H  Y,  what  a  Bubble  is  this  Creature,  Man  ! 

So  light!  So  inconfiftent  with  himfelf ! 
That  at  ten  times  he  feems  ten  diffrent  Creatures. 
Juft  fo  I  find  it  here. — This  haughty  Soul, 
That  never  trembled  at  a  threatening  Foe, 
Muft  own  the  Empire  of  a  puny  Woman. 
O !  fay,  ye  heav'nly  Delegates,  that  bear 
The  kingly  Guidance  of  this  moving  Clay, 
What  Power  is  it  plays  the  Tyrant  thus, 
That  binds  my  Soul  in  thefe  ignoble  Chains  ? 
Muft  I  at  laft  be  call'd  the  Slave  of  Beauty, 
And  wear  the  Shackles  of  a  fmiling  Girl  ? 
O !  Reafon,  Reafon,  help  my  failing  Senfe, 
And  free  thefe  Regions  that  were  once  thy  own. 

EMILIA. 


X 
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EMILIA.     LYCANDER. 

EMILIA. 

Lycander  here ! — A  Tempeft  on  his  Brow ! 
How  now !  my  Brother,  do  you  linger  here  ? 
My  Father  lately  told  me  you  was  gone. 

LYCANDER. 

'Tis  not  Lycander,  but  a  coward  Shade, 
That  fears  to  launch  in  Death's  eternal  Ocean, 
And  panting  hovers  round  its  earthly  Dome. 

0  my  Emilia,  I've  furviv'd  myfelf, 

And  know  not  how  to  adt  in  this  new  Being. 
How  comes  it  ?  I,  whofe  Soul  was  only  read 
In  ftern  Philofophy,  and  facred  Morals  ; 
Who  look'd  on  Beauty  with  a  carelefs  Eye, 
Nor  paid  the  leaft  Attention  to  its  Charms  j 
What  Magic  bids  me  now  fo  fondly  dote 
On  what  fo  lately  I  difdain'd  to  look  on  ? 
Woman,  a  Feather  in  the  Cap  of  Nature ! 

1  hate  the  Sex :  And  yet  I  love  Terentia. 

EMILIA. 
And  can  you  then  fo  eafily  refign 


Your 
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Your  fair  Pretenfions  to  imperial  Wifdom  ? 
Canft  thou  be  taught  the  Fawn  of  fupple  Lovers, 
And  the  foft  Languifh  of  pretending  Swains  ? 
We  are  not  won  by  honeft  homely  Truths, 
But  gilded  Artifice,  and  well-bred  Lyes. 
Could  ft  thou  do  this  to  gain  a  beauteous  Idol, 
With  childifh  Features,  and  a  fprightly  Air  ? 

LYCANDER. 

I  know  the  Weaknefs  of  your  flmple  Kind : 
You  fland  like  blufhing  Beds  of  annual  Flow'rs, 
For  one  fhort  Seafon,  to  allure  the  Eye : 
Yet  this  fair  Mifchief !  She  has  fomething  ilill, 
That  wins  our  partial  Senfes  to  her  Side : 
Each  little  Action  wears  a  graceful  Eafe, 
And  doubly  charms,  becaufe  it  was  Terentla's. 

EMILIA.' 

But  then,  Lycander,  (he's  your  Brother's  Right: 

O  ftrive  to  conquer  this  unlucky  Flame, 

Left  it  mould  blaze  into  a  Conflagration, 

And  light  up  Difcord,  with  her  Hand-maid  Ruin. 

LYCAN- 
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LY  GANDER. 

Hence  with  thy  dull  Philofophy,  and  leave 
Thofe  ftupid  Waters  for  the  Draught  of  Fools ; 
For  I  am  half-way  down  the  defp'rate  Steep: 
My  Brain  grows  giddy,  and  I  can't  go  back, 
Altho'  'tis  moated  round  with  deep  Deftrudtion : 
Is  there  not  a  rev'rend  Sage,  call'd  Timey 
Who  guides  the  Infancy  of  great  Events ; 
A  Fofter-father  to  the  Babes  of  Fate  ? 
To  him  I'll  truft  the  Sceptre  of  my  Paffion, 
And  let  the  End  be  Happinefs,  or  Woe. 
But  get  thee  gone  to  this  enchanting  Maid, 
And  plead  the  Caufe  of  thy  unhappy  Brother  : 
I  know  the  Friendship  that  fubfifts  between  you  : 
To  you  (he'll  liften,  tho'  you  talk  of  me. 
Go,  fummon  all  thy  Sex's  gentle  Wiles, 
And  with  Perfuafion  tip  thy  artful  Tongue. 

EMILIA. 

How  if  it  chance  our  Father  comes  to  know 
You  linger  here,  and  fhould  fufpedt  the  Caufe  ? 
Alas !  Lycander  —  Be  thyfelf  again, 
Or  find  ifome  Way  to  hide  this  new-born  Folly. 

LYCAN- 
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LYCANDER. 

This  native  Pride  binds  up  my  ftubborn  Soul : 
And  yet  I'd  fee  Tercntia  ere  we  part. 
I'll  to  yon  Grove,  and  hide  myfelf  from  View, 
Till  dufky  Gloom  o'erfp reads  the  Ev'ning  Sky  : 
Do  thou,  my  beft  Emilia,  meet  me  there, 
And  bring  farentia  to  the  balmy  Shade. 

EMILIA. 

And  canft  thou  injure  thus  thy  abfent  Brother? 
Can  ft  thou  fteal  in  upon  his  blooming  Hope, 
And  from  his  Bofom  rend  the  darling  Joy  ? 

LYCANDER/ 

O !  my  Emilia,  fpare  the  keen  Reproach, 
Left  I  grow  defp'rate,  and  forget  my  Nature. 
'Brother ',  'tis  true,  was  late  a  pleafing  Name  3 
But  Rival  now  is  twifted  with  the  Sound. 
This  boiling  Bofom  cannot  bear  Remorfe  j 
So,  for  my  Eafe,  I'll  never  think  again. 

EMILIA. 

Once  more,  be  calm  -,  you  mail  command  Emilia  : 
I  find  my  better  Reafon  muft  give  way 

To 


160      The  UNHAPPY  FATHER. 

To  mightier  Fondnefs,  and  a  Sifter's  Love. 
My  partial  Tongue  fhall  learn  to  plead  thy  Caufe, 
And  bring  Terentia  to  the  Poplar  Grove. 

LYCANDER, 

Hark,   'Emilia -'tis  my  Father's  Stepj 

I'd  rather  meet  my  Death  than  him,— Farewel. 

[  Exit  Lycander, 

EMILIA.     DYCARBAS. 

DYCARBAS. 

Didft  thou  not  call,  Emilia? 

. 
EMILIA. 

Not  I,  my  ILord. 

DYCARBAS. 

Then,  alas !  What  means  my  coward  Fancy  ? 
As  lately  in  my  Chair  I  fat  reclin'd, 
A  heavy  Gloom  crept  o'er  my  weary  Soul, 
And  peaceful  Slumber  clos'd  my  willing  Eyes  i 
But  then  a  Voice  ftruck  thro'  my  trembling  Ears, 
And  call'd  for  Succour  with  a  horrid  Scream, 
I  am  not  fuperftitious :  Yet  my  Soul 

Would  fain  perfuade  fome  Evil  is  at  hand. 

EMI- 
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E  M  i  L  i  A< 

The  gracious  Pow'rs  will  guard  thefe  filver  Hairs 
From  black  Misfortune,  and  difaft'rous  Chance  j 
Nor  let  the  Pictures  of  a  fickly  Fancy 
Difturb  the  Quiet  of  your  guiltlefs  Soul. 
Our  Fates  can  ne'er  employ  th'  immortal  Pow'rs, 
Nor  call  for  Omens  from  the  troubled  Sky. 
'Tis  true,  perhaps,  to  make  a  guilty  Empire, 
Heav'n  fends  its  fiery  Heralds  of  Defpair  j 
Then  frightful  Meteors  through  the  Welkin  fly; 
The  confcious  Earth  makes  with  convulfive  Tre-^ 

mors, 

And  Kingdoms  nod  upon  her  failing  Brow ; 
But  we  are  diftant  from  thefe  pale-ey'd  Fears 
That  hover  round  Ambition,  and  a  Crown. 

DlTCARBAS* 

'Tis  true,  my  Child  ;  yet  this  foreboding  Spirit 
Still  droops  and  trembles  with  unufual  Fears. 
Griefs  and  Misfortunes  all  Mankind  muft  mare  j 
They  (hake  the  Bafis  of  the  mining  Throne, 
And  fcatter  Thorns  upon  the  Labourer's  Pillow. 
The  Diff  rence  is ;  th'Afflictions  of  the  Poor 
VOL.  II.  M  In 
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In  fecret  lurk  within  the  narrow  Walls, 
While  the  difaftroqs  Hap  of  haughty  Kings 
Strikes  like  a  fun'ral  Dirge  through   trembling 

Nations : 

But  tho'  in  Silence  lie  the  Peafant's  Woes ; 
Though  they're  not  wafted  round  the  wond'ring 

Globe, 

Nor  doubly  founded  thro'  the  Trump  of  Fame ; 
Yet  may  his  Spirit  tafte  the  keen  Senfation 
Of  biting  Sorrow,  and  Heart-racking  Care. 

Think  not,  Emilia,  that  thy  Father's  Soul, 
Enur'd  to  Watchings,  Dangers,  and  Alarms, 
Can  ftartle  at  the  Jaws  of  gaping  Death : 
No !  'Tis  not  Death  I  fear  :  — 'Tis  fomething  worfe. 
But,  what  ? — The  grifly  Horror  wants  a  Name. 
Yet  why  mould  I  torment  this  feeble  Heart 
With  groundlefs  Doubts,  and  fuperftitious  Fears  ? 
I'll  to  my  Clofet,  and  refign  my  Life 
To  the  Protection  of  its  heav'nly  Guard. 

[  Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE   the  Court. 

LEONARDO  fetus, 

'TP  H  U  S  am  I  paft  through  thefe  free-op 'fling 

Gates, 

Who  know  not  what  a  Foe  is  enter'd  in. 
This  Day  I've  meafur'd  thirty  weary  Miles, 
And  at  their  End  am  fafely  'lighted  here. 
And  what's  my  Bus'nefs  here  ? — It  is  Revenge, 
The  only  Cordial  of  neglected  Love. 
Here  lives  Emilia  and  Euftatbius. Confufion  to 

their  Names ! 

Emilia  !  O  thou  marble-hearted  Minion ! 
What  reftlefs  Days  have  I  endur'd  for  thee  ? 
My  Love,  my  honourable  Vows  refus'd  ! 
And  that  fair  Prize  which  I  fo  vainly  fought, 
In  Triumph  carry 'd  by  my  Uncle's  Son. 
Yet,  ftay ;  beat  foftly,  O  my  fwelling  Heart, 
And  wait  the  Vengeance  of  victorious  Fraud. 
If  I  am  right,  this  unexpected  Vifit 
Shall  prove  unlucky  to  the  doting  Pair. 
How  gay,  how  blithfom  are  yon  flow'ry  Hills 
And  blooming  Groves,   that  fhade  this  happy 

Dwelling ! 

Mi  All 
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All  thefe  I  hate ;  and,  for  their  Owners  fake, 
Could  wifh  'em  barren,  like  a  Scytlian  Wild. 
So  the  grand  Foe  of  human  Kind,  like  me, 
Arriv'd  within  fair  Eden's  blifsful  Bounds ; 
There  felt,  like  me,  the  keen  alternate  Pangs 
Of  Admiration,  Hatred,  and  Defpair. 
Alike  our  Aim;  both  Mifchief,  his  and  mine. 
No  Matter ;  I  have  loft  the  Senfe  of  Joy, 
Excepting  this, — To  breed  Diflehfiob  here. 
Invention,  aid  me  ;  for  I  know  the  Temper, 
The  fiery  Spirit  of  my  hot-brain'd  Coufin. 
His  lordly  Soul  will  ftartle  into  Rage 
Upon  the  leaft  Surmife  of  twinging  Jealoufy: 
And  next  I  know  the  mercenary  Soul 
Of  his  corrupt  Attendant — apt  in  Fraud, 
And  free  to  fell  his  Confcience  for  a  Bribe. 
All  this  I  find  will  do. But  here's  Euftatbius. 

EUSTATHIUS.     LEONARDO. 

EUSTATHIUS. 

Leonardo! — Welcome,  gentle  Coufin. 
'Tis  long,  my  Friend,   fince  laft  you  blefs'd  our 
Eyes : 

But  for  the  future  be  you  lefs  unkind, 

And 
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And  with  your  Prefence  chear  our  fmiling  Plain*. 
Our  good  old  Fathers  liv'd  in  ftricleft  Amity, 
And  left  a  fair  Example  to  their  Sons. 
Give  me  thy  Hand,  my  deareft  Leonardo  : 
Coufms  we  are  -y — our  Fathers  made  us  fo  j 
But  let  our  Friendship  fpeak  us  more  than  Brothers. 

DYCARBAS. 

Thrice  welcome,  Leonard — Methinks  I  fee 
Thy  Father's  Image  in  thy  pleafing  Form. 
Such  Entertainment  as  the  Country  yields, 
Be  thine,  together  with  our  beft  Efteem. 

LEONARDO. 
I  thank  you  both  -    •   •- 
Full  well  I  know  where  Gratitude  is  due : 
And  being  fhortly  to  fet  out  for  Travel, 
I  could  not  calmly  leave  my  native  Shore, 
Till  I  had  feen  the  Faces  of  my  Friends, 
I'th'  foremoft  Rank  of  which  I  place  Eujiatbius. 

EUSTATHIUS. 

Come,  let  us  feek  Refrefhment  for  thy  Spirits, 
And  toaft  our  Sires  o'er  the  fparkling  Wine. 

M  3  LEO- 
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LEONARDO. 

I'll  follow  in  a  Moment. 

[  Exeunt  Dye.  £?  Euftath. 
Now,  potent  Malice,  now  affift  my  Brain, 
And  bring  the  ftill-born  Mifchief  into  Life. 

Revenge,  thou  Goddefs  with  the  foamy  Jaws, 
In  ft  nidi  thy  Vot'ry,  and  protect  his  Caufe. 
Send  out  thy  Hand-maid  with  her  fnaky  Hair ; 
Let  raging  Difcord  feize  the  hated  Pair. 
So  may  thy  Temples  ring  with  fhrieking  Woe, 
And  purple  Fires  on  their  Altars  glow ; 
Till  Tyrants  grim  o'er  Hills  of  Slaughter  ftride, 
And  Death  mall  wallow  in  a  crimfon  Tide; 
While  flaming  Arrows,  by  thy  Fury  hurl'd, 
Shall  pour  Deftrudion  o'er  the  bleeding  World. 


ACT 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE  the  Firft. 

LEONARDO. 

O!  What  a  Torment  is  the  reftlefs  Soul, 
When  (he  would  imp  her  Wings  with  noble 

Vengeance, 

But  wants  a  Hand  to  aid  the  precious  Work ! 
Who's  here?— Hah  !Tis  the  Servant  of  Eujlathius. 
Now  for  a  lufty  Bribe,  and  larger  Promife, 
To  fweep  off  Confcience  from  his  harden'd  Breaft, 
And  make  the  temper'd  Villain  all  my  own. 
Ho!  Ptynus. 

P  L,  Y  N  U  S. 

Sir,  your  Servant. 

LEONARDO. 

That  Title,  Plynus,  is  too  mean  for  thee : 

M  4  Wouldft 


1 68      7%e  UNHAPPY  FATHER. 

Wouldft  thou  be  rul'd,  my  Hero,  I  would  make 

thee 
Thy  Matter's  Betters,  and  myfelf  thy  Friend. 

PLYNUS. 

Sir,  without  Vanity,  I  cannot  think 

That  Nature  form'd  me  for  his  Lordfhip's  Slave. 

I  have  a  Spirit  daring  and  amhitious : 

aTis  fafhion'd  too  with  ev'ry  little  Art : 

Might  ferve  its  End  in  fome  genteel  Employment. 

Firil  for  the  Law  a  Confcience  ready  fear'd; 

A  Soldier's  Impudence  ;  a  Draper's  Lye ; 

Diffimulation  for  the  Court ; and  then 

Perhaps  my  Brains  would  hardly  ftyle  me  Poet; 
Yet  by  my  Poverty  I  think  I'm  one. 

LEONARDO. 

Why,  thou'rt  the  very  Effence  of  my  Wants  j 
A  ufeful  Complication  of  Abilities. 
Here,  take  this  Purfe,  and  with  it  ev'ry  Wiflij 
For  there  lies  Honour,  Pleafure,  and  Efteem, 
Nay,  Friendship  too ;  for  in  our  Trading  Age, 
That,  like  the  reft,  is  hourly  bought  and  fold. 

PLYNUS. 
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P  L  Y  N  U  S. 

What  future  Service  muft  your  Slave  perform, 
For  this  fo  large  unmerited  Reward  ? 

LEONARDO. 

Thy  Faith,  my  Plynus  ;  That  I  only  afk  : 
To  wear  my  Truft  -t  and  (hake  thy  Matter's  off. 
But  firft  away  with  ev'ry  puny  Doubt, 
Each  Paufe  of  Honour,  and  religious  Qualm. 

P  L  Y  N  U  S. 

That's  a  Diftemper  that  I  never  knew. 

LEONARDO. 

Know  then,  our  Bus'nefs  is  Revenge  and  Hate, 
To  light  up  Jealoufy,  and  cruel  Rage: 
But  be  thou  fecret ;  yes,  and  faithful  too ; 
For  if  thou  dar'ft  to  make  this  Friend  thy  Fcfe, 
'Twere  better  thou  hadfl  play'd  with  burning 

Sulphur, 

Or  ventur'd  naked  through  a  Conflagration. 
But  come  with  me,  and  thou  fhalt  learn  thy  Leflbn. 

[  Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  the  Second. 
EMILIA.      TERENTIA. 
TERENTIA. 

ALAS!  forbear  thy  Suit,  my  gentle  Friend. 

The  Alpine  Mountains  are  not  colder : — No ; 
Nor  frozen  Scythia's  unfrequented  Wilds, 
Than  is  my  Heart,  whene'er  Lycander  's  nam'd. 

EMILIA. 

And  yet,  my  lov'd  Terentia,  one  would  think 
The  funny  Beams  that  round  thy  Features  play, 
Join'd  to  the  Sighs  of  a  befeeching  Friend, 
Would  make  the  icy  Citadel  diffolve, 

TERENTIA. 

No,  my  Emilia  j  not  the  fcorching  Rays 
That  fparkle  on  Arabia's  burning  Sands, 
Could  change  the  State  of  this  relentlefs  Breaft, 
Without  the  Image  of  its  lov'd  Polonius. 

EMILIA. 

Lycander's  Form  may  pleafe  the  niceft  Eye  : 
His  Shape,  his  Features,  and  majeflic  Air, 

Are 
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Are  fuch  as  Queens  might  gaz£  on  with  Delight. 
Then  fay,  Terentia,  what's  the  fecret  Charm, 
The  wond'rous  Spell  that  clouds  thy  partial  Eyes, 
And  draws  thy  Spirit  to  my  younger  Brother  ? 

TERENTIA. 

Polonins  wears  an  univerial  Charm. 
Whatever  you  find  that  Strikes  a  tender  Fancy 
In  foft  Romances,  or  in  rapt'rous  Song : 
What  charming  Objects  meet  our  ravim'd  Eyes 
In  fmiling  Nature,  or  the  Realms  of  Art : 
Thefe  Graces  fly,  as  to  their  native  Home, 
And  centre  in  the  Face  of  my  Polonius. 

EMILIA. 

I  know,  my  Friend,  'tis  Folly  to  difpute 
With  Love,  with  Madnefs,  and  a  Woman's  Fancy : 
But  yet,  Terentia,  yet  I  fain  would  know 
Where  lies  the  Ground  of  your  Diftafte ;  and  why 
Lycander,  who  can  charm  his  lift'ning  Friends, 
Who  never  ceas'd,  but  the  admiring  Circle 
Attentive  fat,  and  wiih'd  him  to  proceed, 
Should  thus  fall  fliort  of  his  Terentia's  Favour. 


T  E  R  E  N- 
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TERENTIA. 

Pride  is  a  fav'rite  Pafiion  of  the  Soul. 
Some  latent  Sparks  and  fome  minute  Degrees 
Of  Self-Conceit  are  wove  with  ev'ry  Mind. 
This  Vice,  when  planted  in  a  gen'rous  Soil, 
Shoots  into  Enterprizes  and  Exploits, 
To  manly  Courage,  and  to  grand  Ambition. 
Our  Souls  are  much  more  nice,  tho'  not  fo  daring. 
Small  Trifles  take  Pofieffion  of  our  Spirits, 
And  ilir  them  up  to  Rapture,  or  Difdain  j 
And  fure  there's  nothing  grates  a  Woman's  Pride 
Like  the  Behaviour  of  a  haughty  Lover. 
Methinks,  vrhene'er  Lycander  walks  befide  me 
With  awful  Brows,  and  ftern  Interrogations, 
I  gaze  upon  him  with  a  kind  of  Horror, 
While  his  fierce  Eye-balls  fparkle  with  Difdain. 
Then,  who,  my  dear  Emilia,  who  would  truft 
Her  Perfon  with  a  Man  that  fain  would  hate  her  ? 

EMILIA. 

Your  tender  Years,  lercntia,  make  you  flight 
Subftantial  Merit  for  a  fmiling  Face. 
Too  partial  Maid,  you  wrong  Lycander's  Love, 

Who 
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Who  for  your  fake  has  rifqu'd  his  Father's  Anger, 
And  wanders  lonely  in  the  poplar  Shade, 
Till  the  dim  Night  fhall  favour  his  Retreat : 
Till  then,  he  frays  to  take  a  fhort  Farewel, 
And  begs  an  Audience  of  his  lov'd  Terentia. 

TERENTIA. 

What  fays  Emilia  ! — Surely  I  miftake  t 
Thou  art  my  Guide,  my  Counfellor,  and  Friend : 
And  wouldft  thou  lead  my  unexperienc'd  Soul 
Thro'  the  dark  Paths  of  Falftiood  and  Deceit  ? 
Shall  I  delude  the  dear  believing  Youth 
With  Shew  of  Kindnefs,  and  fictitious  Vows? 
But  ere  the  Sun,  that  faw  our  parting  Tears, 
Plas  made  his  nimble  Circuit  round  the  Globe, 
Shall  I  ( Tth'  Face  of  Heaven  and  Dy  car  has) 
Difcard  his  Image  from  my  changing  Heart, 
And  make  an  Aflignation  with  his  Brother  ? 

EMILIA. 

Not  fo,  ferentia  :—You  have  wrong'd  my  Love, 
To  think  I  favour  Perjury  and  Crimes. 
'Tis  true,  Lycander  for  his  Portion  claims 
The  greater  Share  of  this  too  partial  Heart. 
Our  equal  Years,  our  mutual  Pleafures,  join'd, 

And 
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And  gave  to  him  the  Birth-right  of  Efteem. 
I  view  his  Failings  with  a  mournful  Eye, 
Partake  his  Sorrows,  and  divide  his  Care. 

And  well,  Terentia O !  too  well  you  know 

Th'  impetuous  Temper  of  my  Brother's  Mind. 
Hearts,  great  as  his,  are  not  with  Eafe  reclaimed ; 
Mad  ivith  Reproach,  they'd  rather  break  than 

yield  : 

Such  boiling  Spirits  mould  be  gently  tam'd, 
Gain'd  o'er  by  Hope,  and  cheated  into  Reafon. 

TERENTIA. 

Then  what,  Emilia,  wouldfl  thou  have  me  do  ? 

Ah !  find  fome  Way,  without  the  Help  of  Guile, 

Or  fome  Excufe,  to  palliate  its  Wrong. 

Why  was  I  born  ?    And  wherefore  came  I  here  ? 

To  breed  Diffraction  in  thefe  friendly  Walls  ? 

O !  had  I  liv'd  neglected  and  forlorn 

In  fome  low  Dome,  where  Dirt  and  Hunger  reign  j 

Then   (hould  this    Form,   enwrapp'd    in    ruftic 

Weeds, 

And  rudely  blafted  by  the  Summer's  Sun, 
Allure  no  wand'ring  Eye,  nor  be  the  Caufe, 
The  curfed  Caufe  of  Jealoufy  and  Rage. 

EMILIA. 
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E  M  I  L  I  A. 

Be  calm,  Terenfta,  and  reftrain  thy  Tears, 
And  form  no  more  imaginary  Crimes. 
What  mighty  Boon  is  this,  that  I  requeft, 
To  fee  Lycander  ? — Take  a  gentle  Leave, 
And  fend  him  hence  in  Doubts,  but  not  Defpair. 
Then  fay,  Where  lies  the  Guilt  in  this  Conceffion  ? 
And  where's  the  Caufe  of  this  romantic  Grief  5 
This  frighted  Afpect,  and  thefe  flreaming  Eyes  ? 

TERENTIA. 

This  Tongue,  unlearn' d  in  the  diflembling  Trade, 
Will  furely  fpeak  the  Dictates  of  my  Heart : 
Nor  think,  Emilia,  tho*  the  balmy  Sweets 
Of  Hybla  dwelt  upon  thy  melting  Tongue, 
Think  not  to  change  the  Temper  of  my  Soul : 
Then  yet  defift,  and  drop  th'unpleafing  Theme. 

EMILIA. 

So  deeply  fix'd !— -Then  I  will  try  no  more, 
No  more,  to  change  the  Object  of  thy  Love : 
But,  O !  if  Friendfhip  ever  warm'd  thy  Breaft, 
Or  Pity  touch'd  the  Fibres  of  thy  Heart, 
I  charge  thee  yet  comply  with  my  Requeft, 

The 
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The  little  Favour  of  a  fhort  Farewel ; 
For,  ah !  the  deadly  Confequence  I  dready 
Which  may  attend  on  thy  too  ram  Denial. 

TERENTIA* 

In  what  a  Labyrinth  am  I  involv'd  ? 

And  who  will  bear  me  from  the  giddy  Maze  ? 

Am  I  — Am  I,  to  be  th'  imputed  Caufe 

Of  Hate,  Diffenfion,  and (O!  fave,  Emilia, 

O  my  Emilia  /  fave  me  from  the  Thought ) 
Of  Death  and  Slaughter  ?  Horrible  to  name  ! 
Yes,  I  will  go:  I'll  go  where  you  defire: 
And  when  the  Sun  has  left  our  'weeping  *  Field, 
Thyfelf  malt  lead  me  to  the  poplar  Grove ; 
Tho'  my  foreboding  Heart  is  big  with  fomething 
Fearfully  black,  and  terrible  as  Night. 

EMILIA. 

Throw  off  thefe  coward  Vapours  of  the  Brain, 
Thefe  fanfy'd  Shadows,  that  torment  the  Sex. 
We  rack  our  Bofoms  with  prophetic  Ills, 
Yet  rum  on  thofe  that  lie  before  our  View. 
There  can  no  111  from  your  Compliance  fpring  j 
From  your  Refufal  many  might  arife  : 

Put 
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But  'let  us  walk  a  little,  and  divert 
Thefe  gloomy  Thoughts  that  hover  on  thy  Mind. 

[  Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E  the  Third. 
P  L  Y  N  u  s.     LEONARDO. 

P  L  r  N  us. 
CO  FT!  This  is  my  Lady's  Chamber. 

LEONARDO. 

Now  for  fome  Inftrument  of  fweet  Revenge : 
And  here  is  one  that  fuits  my  Purpofe  well. 

[  Takes  up  a  Glove,  and  'wraps  a  Paper  in  it. 
Come  hither,  Plynus :  Do  thy  Spirits  faint  ? 
Look,  here  is  that  will  make  the  Coward  bold  ; 
Can  fweep  the  Horrors  from  Medufas  Brow, 
And  make  her  lovely  as  the  Queen  of  Charms. 

[  Gives  Money. 

But  hearkye,  Wilt  thou  be  a  faithful  Villain  ? 
For  by  Alefto,  and  the  {learning  Lakes, 
That  roll  blue  Sulphur  thro'  the  Stygian  Realms, 
If  thou  art  falfe,  and  balk'ft  my  juft  Revenge, 
Not  Doors  of  burning  Brafs,  nor  Rocks  of  Adamant, 
Nor  Hell  itfelf,  (hall  guard  thee  from  my  Fury. 
VOL,  II.  N  PLYNUS. 
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P  L  y  N  u  s. 

Sir,  fear  me  notj  I  am  your  Slave  for  ever. 

LEONARDO. 

Come  hither  then.  Doft  thou  behold  this  Brand  ? 
This  little  Torch  mall  light  up  burning  Rage, 
And  prove  the  Balis  of  eternal  Jars. 
This  Paper  feems  as  written  by  Emilia : 
I  have,  with  Care,  exactly  match'd  her  Hand ; 
Thanks  to  a  fcornful  Billet  of  her  own, 
That  ferv'd  me  for  a  Copy. — But  d'ye  mark.  ? 
Thofe  fraudful  Lines  contain  an  Affignation 
Beneath  the  Shade  of  yonder  poplar  Grove ; 
And  I  have  fill'd  the  well-difTembled  Scrawl 
With  kind  Reproaches,   Hints  of  former  Love, 
And  all  the  Daggers  for  a  jealous  Soul. 
Now,  what  remains  depends  upon  thy  Care. 
In  one  fhort  Minute  I  fhall  leave  this  Place ; 
Then  thou  muft  bring  this  Paper  with  its  Token, 
To  wound  the  Eyes  of  thy  detefted  Lord, 
And  fay  I  dropp'd  it,  as  you  held  my  Stirrup, 
O!  how  it  would  delight  my  thirfty  Soul, 
To  fee  Euftathius  rage,  and  wifh  in  vain 
To  meet  the  Sword  of  his  imagin'd  Rival. 

Then, 
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Then,  for  Emilia,  me  but  juftly  differs  ; 
Her  Punilhment  's  not  equal  to  her  Scorn. 
I  lov'd  her  once ;  but  foon  the  tranfient  Flame 
Chang'd  into  Fury,  and  relentlefs  Hate. 
This  haughty  Spirit  was  not  made  to  cringe, 
Nor  tremble  at  the  Frown  of  worthlefs  Woman. 

P  L  Y  N  U  S. 

Your  Orders,  Sir,  mail  truly  be  obferv'd. 

LEO  N  A  R  D  O. 

See  that  thou  doft  it  j  and  expe<5l  Reward  : 
I'll  heap  Preferments  on  thy  faithful  Brow  : 
But,  if  thou  fail,  make  up  thy  'Count  with  Heav'n ; 
For  Death  arid  Vengeance  follow  at  thy  Heels. 

[  Exit  Leonardo. 

P  L  Y  N  U  S, 

A  bloody  Fellow  this  !-< 

Why,  what  a  Medly  here  has  he  made  up 

Of  Vengeance,  Death,  and  Heaven,  all  at  once ! 

I  fear  the  Bill  is  long  'twixt  me  jmd  Heav'n  \ 

'..* 

We  have  not  reckon'd  for  thefe  many  Years. 
But,  what  faid  he  before  ? 

It  was  Preferment. That's  a  glorious  Sound : 

N  2  Who 
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Who  would  not  be  a  Villain  for  Preferment  ? 

Now  to  my  Cue. Bat  if  I  chance  to  meet 

A  Stab  i'th'  Guts,  for  my  unwelcome  Meflage  ? 
What  then!— Why,  then  I  die  a  Soldier's  Death, 
And  fleep  amongft  thofe  honourable  Fools, 
Who  take  the  (horteft  Way  to  meet  Preferment. 

[Exit. 

SCENE   the  Fourth. 
Enter  EUSTATHIUS. 

VI7  HAT  Whims  are  thefe  ?  —  I  am  not  jea- 
lous, fure. 

Methought,  when  Leonardo  parted  from  us, 
His  cunning  Eyes  fpoke  fome thing  to  Emilia ; 
But  look'd  on  me  with  a  difdainful  Glare. 
I  know  he  once  laid  Siege  to  my  Emilia ; 
But  then  he  met  a  vigorous  Repulfe : 
Her  Inclination  gave  her  Hand  to  me. 
Befides,  I've  watch'd  her  Countenance  •  but  there 
The  ftridleft  Eye  could  trace  no  guilty  Feature. 
Then  what  curft  Fury,  with  a  Serpent's  Fraud 
Has  breath'd  Sufpicion  in  this  aking  Breaft  ? 
Henceforth  I'll  guard  the  Outworks  of  my  Hearr, 

And 
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And  not  a  Thought  (hall  find  Admittance  there, 
But,  what  are  Friends  to  my  belov'd  Emilia. 

PLYNUS.     EUSTATHIUS. 

PLYNUS. 
My  Lord ! [  Starting. 

EUSTATHIUS. 

Well : And  wherefore   doft    thou    ftart  and 

tremble  ? 
What's  in  thy  Hand;  a  Woman's  Glove?  Whofe 

is  it  ? 

PLYNUS, 

Indeed,  my  Lord,  I  know  not  whofe  it  is : 
Your  Coufm  dropt  it,  as  I  held  his  Stirrup. 

EUSTATHIUS. 

Hah  !  Let's  fee't.     Confufion !  Tis  my  Wife's, 
Slave,  fpeak.  —  Say  once  again,  Where  didft  thoa 
find  it  ? 

PLYNUS. 
My  Lord! 

EUSTATHIUS. 

Damnation ! — Doft  thou  trifle  ? 

N  3  Speak 


182      Tie  UNHAPPY  FATHER. 

Speak  quick,  or  elfe  I'll  pin  thee  to  the  Ground, 
And  tread  thy  worthlefs  Carcafe  to  the  Centre. 

P  L  Y  N  u  s. 

Patience,  my  Lord !  I  told  you  once  before, 
Your  Coufin  dropp'd  it.  I  can  tell  no  further. 

EUSTATHIUS. 

Hence,  Raven  !  [  Exit  Plynus. 

My  Wife's  Glove! — Yes,  it  is  my  Wife's. 

0  Torture  !  Stay  >  there's  fomething  in  it  too. 
Come  out,  thou  curfed  Packet  of  Iniquity ! 
Death  and  Furies !  Tis  Emilias  Hand  ! 

O !  my  fick  Eyes  would  fhun  the  hateful  Scrawl ; 

But  this  inquifitive  and  curious  Soul 

Will  needs  be  fearching  for  the  Depths  of  Ruin. 

[Reads.  ] 

My  deareft  Leonardo  !     [Euft.  Conjufion  blafl  him! 
Not  your  Unkindnefs,  no,  nor  Death  itfelf, 
Can  blot  the  dear  Remembrance  from  my  Heart 
*  [  Euft.  Good  I 

Of  thofe  paft  Hours  that  crown'd  Emilias  Joy. 

1  love  thee  ftill,  thou  dear  diflembling  Man : 
Your  late  Repentance  too  has  melted  down 
My  Refolutions  ne'er  to  fee  you  more. 
But,  O !  I  fear  my  Huiband's  jealous  Eye  j 

[  Euft.  Confounded  Harlot  1 
There- 
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Therefore  be  gone,  and  take  a  formal  Leave  : 
But  when  the  Night  has  fpread  her  fable  Wing 
O'er  the  ftill  Regions;  then,  my  Leonardo y 
O  then,  my  lovely  Penitent,  return, 
And  I  will  meet  thee  in  the  poplar  Grove. 

EUSTATHIUS. 

Racks,  Whirlwinds,  Lakes  of  living  Fire ! 

O  !  thefe  are  nothing  to  the  Pangs  I  feel. 

The  fabled  Wretch  in  Pluto  s  dreary  Realms, 

Whofe  rifing  Liver  feeds  eternal  Pain, 

And  the  keen  Hunger  of  two  raging  Vulturs^ 

The  Moral  of  the  Tale  is  only  this  : 

The  Slave  was  jealous. — O  my  throbbing  Heart ! 

The  poplar  Grove  ! — Remember  that : — 'Tis  well. 

O  fweet  Pvevenge  !  I  hear  thy  cordial  Whifper. 

This  Sword  {hall  wafh  that  horrid  Shade  with 

Blood, 

And  make  it  famous  as  the  Walls  of  Ilion. 
But  firft  on  thee  I'll  wreak  my  growing  Rage, 
Thou  fecret  Pander  of  detefted  Luft  : 
To  Atoms  go,  and  mingle  with  the  Air : 
Infect  the  healthy  Atmofphere,  and  breathe 
A  Race  of  Cuckolds  on  the  tainted  Kingdom. 
What's  here  ?  Emilia  ? — O  thou  fair  Betrayer ! 
Look  how  fhe  walks  with  that  unruffled  Air, 

N  4  Ag 
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As  unconcern'd  as  tho'  her  Breaft  were  Heav'n. 
O !  fay,  is  't  poflible  that  beauteous  Form 
Should  prove  the  painted  Sepulchre  of  Sin  ? 
Yet  wonder  not  j  fince  Fiends  themfelves  can  wear 
Celeftial  Plumes,   and   tinge   their   Cheeks  with 

Heav'n. 

But  I'll  begone ;  for  thofe  bewitching  Eyes 
Would  melt  Refentment  to  unmanly  Tears. 

[Exit  Euftath. 
EMILIA. 

Alas !  What  made  Eujlathius  quit  the  Place, 
As  tho'  I'd  been  a  Bafili/k,  and  brought 
Infectious  Poifon  in  my  deathful  Eyes  ? 
Methought  his  Cheeks  were  pale,  and  wet  with 

Tears ; 

Grim  Horror  fat  upon  his  alter'd  Brow  ; 
And  when  he  caft  his  rolling  Eyes  on  me, 
Methought  his  angry  Soul  was  mounted  there, 
And    look'd   as   tho'  'twould  burft  the    cryftal 

Cafements. 

What  have  I  done  that  may  deferve  this  Ufage  ? 
Perhaps  fome  Villain  has  defam'd  my  Virtue : 
But  that's  an  idle  Thought :  For  who  was  e'er 
Condemn'd  without  th'  Appearance  of  a  Crime  ? 
I'll  think  no  more  j  but  truft  myfelf  to  Heav'n  : 

And 


^TRAGEDY.       185 

And  yet  there's  fomething  hovers  on  my  Soul : 
This  cold  Heart  flutters,  tho'  it  knows  not  why  ; 
And  my  Eyes  rain  involuntary  Showers. 
The  Night  comes  on :  I'll  hafte  to  meet  Lycandsr, 
And  lead  Terentia  to  th'  appointed  Shade. 
Alas !  what  mean  thefe  melancholy  Thoughts  ? 
There's  fomething  tells,  this  foolim  Interview 
Will  find  a  Period  tragical  and  dark. 
My  Father's  Fears  dwell  heavy  on  my  Heart; 
But  fure  no  Puniihment  can  point  at  him. 
O  Thou,  from  whom  thefe  rolling  Worlds  began, 
Thou  great  Protector  of  unworthy  Man  ! 
What  fecret  Guilt  for  angry  Vengeance  calls ; 
Whate'er  Misfortunes  threat  our  deftin'd  Walls, 
Let  good  Dycarbas  'fcape  the  falling  Blow : 
O  !  keep  my  Parent  from  the  Jaws  of  Woe. 
On  me !  On  me,  let  all  thy  Shafts  be  hurl'd, 
And  fweep  Emilia  from  the  gazing  World. 
But  when  in  Death  thefe  ghaftly  Eyes  {hall  roll, 
Extend  thy  Mercy  to  my  parting  Soul : 
And  let  her  rife  amid  the  mining  Hoft, 
A  blifsful  Being,  and  a  guiltlefs  Ghoft. 

ACT 
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I 


ACT     IV. 

SCENE    the   Firft. 
EUSTATHIUS.    ^EMILIA. 

EMILIA. 

N  vain  you  fly  from  her  that  ftill  purities, 
And  ftill  unkindly  hide  the  fecret  Caufe 


Of  Difcontent,  that  {hakes  your  lab'ring  Breaft. 
I  know  there's  fomething  in  your  folemn  Heaves, 
Your  broken  Anfwers,  and  your  fullen  Frowns. 

EUSTATHIUS. 

Muft  I  for  Days,  for  Months,  and  rolling  Years, 
Be  thus  tormented  with  the  Din  of  Tongues  ? 
Suppofe  I'm  fick  :   What  then  ?  —  Or  out  of 

Temper  :— 

My  Thoughts  are  not  accountable  to  you. 
Henceforward  know  the  Diftance  of  a  Wife ; 
Nor  dare  to  ftep  beyond  her  fcanty  Bounds. 

EMILIA. 
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EMILIA. 

Is  this  your  Fondnefs  for  your  lov'd  Emilia  ? 
Am  I  already  loathfome  to  your  Eyes? 
Look  on  my  Face,  that  Face  you  lately  fwore 
Was  fair  as  Morning,  or  the  fmiling  Spring. 
Am  I  grown  old  fince  Yefterday  ?  And  have 
The     tranfient   Charms    fo   quickly   loft    their 

Dwelling  ? 

Am  I  defpis'd,  while  yet  the  ruddy  Blum 
Glows  in  my  Cheek  ?  —  In  Youth  am  I  defpis'd  ? 
What  then  remains  for  Wrinkles  and  old  Age  ? 

[  Weeps. 


EUSTATHIUS. 

O  Crocodile  !  O  well-diffembled  Tears  ! 
Say,  mail  I  now  upbraid  her  with  her  Crime, 
And  dam  her  Guilt  on  that  defigning  Face? 
No,  that  will  but  employ  her  female  Arts, 
Dark-winding  Subtlety,  and  fmooth  Evafion  : 
As  yet  in  fecret  I'll  endure  my  Wrongs, 
And  trace  her  FaUhood  to  its  utmoft  Length. 

[  "To  Emilii. 

No,  my  Emilia,  thou  art  flill  as  fair 

As 
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As  Love's  bright  Queen,  to  ev'ry  Eye  but  mine : 
Yet  I  had  rather,  for  the  fake  of  Change, 
That  thou  wert  foul  and  ugly  as  Meduja. 

EMILIA. 

Tis  flrange,  my  Lord,  how  much  your  Palates 

vary, 

Ere  your  proud  Stomachs  are  reduc'd  by  Marriage. 
Agreeable  and  foft  will  not  go  down ; 
Your  Tafte  can  relifh  nothing  lefs  than  Charms  • 
Till  Hymen  comes  with  his  contrafted  Magic, 
Makes  ev'ry  Object  wear  a  brighter  Face, 
And  nothing  then  is  odious,  but  your  Wives. 

EUSTATHIUS. 

Your  Satire  has  exactly  hit  the  Cafe : 
Yet  let  us,  fince  we  can  no  more  be  happy, 
Be  calmly  cold,  and  fafliionably  fullen. 
Reproaches  found  too  harfhly  on  the  Ear ; 
They  tire  the  Hearer,  and  the  Speaker  too. 
I'll  to  my  Study  :   Shall  I  afk  your  Prefence? 

EMILIA.* 

Not  yet,  my  Lord ;  I'd  take  the  Air  a  little. 
The  folitary  Skies  are  thick  and  gloomy  > 
Yet  not  unpleafant ;  and  it  fuits  my  Temper. 

E  u  ST  A- 
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EUSTATHIUS. 

Confufion  ! [  Afide. 

To  EMILIA. 

Harkye,  my  Friend  ;  a  Word,  before  you  go. 
Have  you  not  heard  of  unfufpected  Danger  ; 
Of  Snakes,  of  Adders,  hid  with  flow'ring  Rofe  ? 
Once  more,  I  fay,  beware  of  walking  late, — 
Afide^\    Left  fome  of  thefe  may  reach  thy  guilty 
Heart. 

To  EMILIA. 

Farewel. •  [  Exit  Euft. 

EMILIA. 

What  does  he  mean  ?  His  rolling  Eyes  (hot  Fire, 
And  turn'd  upon  me  with  a  horrid  Glare. 
Is  this  the  Treatment  of  unhappy  Wives? 
Ah !  who  would  then  be  counted  in  the  Number? 
And  why  did  Heav'n's  creating  Power  form 
Amongft  his  Works,  one  Creature  only  doom'd 
To  lafting  Anguifh,  and  perpetual  Chains? 
And  yet  infpir'd  us  with  a  thinking  Soul, 
To  tafte  our  Sorrows  with  a  keener  Relifh  ? 
Our  fervile  Tongues  are  taught  to  cry  for  Pardon 
Ere  the  weak  Senfes  know  the  Ufe  of  Words: 
Our  little  Souls  are  tortur'd  by  Advice  j 
And  moral  Lectures  ftun  our  Infant  Years: 

Thro* 
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Thro'  check'd  Deiires,  Threatnings,  and  Reftraint, 
The  Virgin  runs ;  but  ne'er  outgrows  her  Shackles  • 
They  flill  will  fit  her,  even  to  hoary  Age. 
With  lordly  Rulers  Women  ftill  are  curs'd  -y 
But  the  laft  Tyrant  always  proves  the  worft. 

SCENE  the  Grove. 

EMILIA. 

T  N  what  dark  Alley  have  I  loft  Terentia  ? 

What  Whim,  what  fep'rate  Fancy  could  induce 
That  fimple  Girl  to  wander  from  my  Side  ? 
I  thought  my  Brother  had  been  here  before  me. 
The  Night  is  gloomy,  and  the  fullen  Clouds 
In  Circles  gather  round  the  fickly  Moon. 
Hark ! — What  was  that  ?  The  Raven's  horrid  Cry  ! 
What  means  this  Alteration  in  my  Temper  ? 
My  Soul  has  hitherto  a  Stranger  been 
To  female  Cowardice,  and  Virgin  Fears  j 
Yet  now  I  ftartle  at  the  fmalleft  Noife. 
TheWinds  that  pant  amongft  the  trembling  Leaves, 
To  me  are  difmal  as  a  fun 'nil  Bell. 
Ill  fit  me  down,  and  try  if  potent  Reafon 
Can  drive  the  Coward  from  my  trembling  Heart. 
What  do  I  fear  ? — Is  not  this  Spot  our  own  ? 

The 
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The  Shade  where  I  and  my  unkind  Euftathim 
Have  wander'd  many — many  a  happy  Hour  ? 
No  injur'd  Spirits  haunt  this  peaceful  Gloom ; 
Nor  murd'rous  Hounds,  that  hunt  for  Blood  and 

Slaughter. 

Again! — There's  fomething  made  aruftling  Noife ! 
'Twas  only  Fancy :  All  is  filent  now, 
And  #ill  as  Midnight,  and  the  lonely  Grave. 

Enter  EUSTATHIUS. 

Euft.^^.JSofdy.—  'Tis  Co.— Emilias  here  already ! 
When  comes  her  Paramour  ? — O  curfed  Thought. 
Now  for  a  thoufand  Daggers,   all  at  once, 
To  print  ten  thoufand  Wounds  upon  their  Bodies. 
But,  foft,  my  Soul.  —  Whence  comes  this  killing 

•Anguim  ? 

And  why  this  coward  Trembling  at  my  Heart  ? 
Is  it  the  Sight  of  that  beloved  Traitrefs ; 
That  beauteous  Serpent  of  my  aking  Breaft  ? 
'Tis  that  which  makes  my  feeble  Hand  go  back, 
And  palls  the  Rigour  of  its  juft  Revenge. 
Emilia  f — O !  there  dwells  a  fecret  Charm 
In  ev'ry  Letter  of  the  Fair-one's  Name. 
That  I  could  find  fome  other,  which  would  paint 

The  faireft  Perfon,  and  the  bafeft  Mind, 

And 
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And  fpeak  at  once  the  Traitrefs,  and  her  Treafon ! 
O  fay  !  thou  mining  Minifter  of  Wrath, 
Dares  thy  rude  Point  invade  her  tender  Bofom, 
And  flain  with  Crimfon  that  unblemim'd  Snow? 
And  {hall  this  Hand  arreft  her  guilty  Soul, 
And  plunge  it  headlong  to  eternal  Shade  ? 
O  that  I  ne'er  had  feen  this  curfed  Hour ! 
That  I  could  wake,  and  find  it  but  a  Vifion, 
Or  fleep  and  dream  my  future  Life  away ! 

Enter  LYCANDER. 

EUSTATHIUS. 

Hah!— Here  he  comes 5  and  Darknefs  (han't  fe- 

cure  him. 

Now,  rife  Revenge. — Ye  tender  Thoughts,  farewel. 
Villain,  thou  dy'ft 

EMILIA. 

Euftathius ! — Ah !  what  would  thy  defp'rate  Hand? 

EUSTATHIUS. 
I'Utellthee [Stabs  her. 

EMILIA.' 

Ah !  wherefore  am  I  flain  ? — O  cruel  Hufband ! 

[  Dies. 

L  y  c  A  N- 
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LYCANDER. 

Monfter !  —  black  as  Midnight,  or  the  Depths  of 

Hell, 
Receive  a  Death,  too  glorious  for  a  Villain. 

[Strikes  him.— Eub.  falls. 

EUSTATHIUS. 

Was  that  the  Bird  of  Night  which  flruck  my  Ear 
With  boding  Shrieks 5  or  was't  my  Brother's  Voice? 

L  YCAND  ER. 

Brother! — No,  Traitor,  I  difown  the  Name  j 
And  curfed  be  the  Day,  the  fatal  Day, 
That  gave  my  Sifter  to  thy  baneful  Arms. 
Behold  thofe  Hands  ftill  reeking  with  her  Blood  ; 
My  Sifter's  Blood !  —  And  dar'ft   thou  call  me 
Brother  ? 

EUSTATHIUS. 

O  thou,  Lycander  !  who  waft  once  my  Friend, 
(Whatever  myftic  Fates  have  brought  thee  here) 
Forgive  a  Wretch  that  never  meant  thee  Wrong. 
'Tis  true,  this  furious  Hand  has  done  a  Deed 
Which  racks  my  torturd  Soul  with  bitter  Anguim, 
VOL,  II,  O  And 
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And  makes  this  Heart  bleed  fader  than  my  Wound. 
But  (he  was  falfe  :  Abominably  falfe. 
'Twas  not  Eujlathius  did  this  horrid  Deed ; 
'Twas  Love :  'Twas  madding  Jealoufy,  mora  fell 
Than  hunted  Tygers  on  the  Libyan  Shore. 

LYCANDER. 

Take  heed,  Euftathius  I  You're  a  dying  &fan : 
You  ftand  upon  the  Outride  of  this  World  ; 
And  the  next  Step  you  take  is  Hell,  or  Heaven. 

EUSTATHIUS. 

Let  Heav'n  difpofe  the  Fortune  of  my  Soul : 
But  me  was  falfe  :— ^Yes.  falfe  with  Leonardo. 
He  dropt  a  Letter,  which  my  Servant  found, 
Wrote  by  my  Wife : — 'Twas  wrote  by  my  Emilia, 
Where  the  loft  Fair  made  him  an  Affignation ; 
And  this,  O  this,  was  the  detefted  Place. 
Here  are  fome  Fragments  that  my  Fury  fpar'd ; 
And  this  will  ferve  to  prove  the  horrid  Truth. 
Is't  not  Emilia's  Hand? 

LYCANDER. 

Tis  fo:  But  ftrange,  and  full  of  Contradiction ! 
That  (he  would  fly  to  fcreen  her  guilty  Love 

In 
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In  the  fame  Place  me  was  to  meet  her  Brother. 

Enter  PLYNUS. 

O!  what  a  Tyrant  is  a  guilty  Confcience? 
Tis  Night;  and  yet  I  cannot  think  of  Reft. 
Thefe  Shades  are  pleafant ;  yet  to  me  they  feem 
Black  as  the  Grave  j  and  ev'ry  Tree  a  Ghoft. 
Hah!  What  is  here  ?  —  O  miferable  Sight! 
Emilia  murder'd !  —  and  my  Matter  too ! 
Is  this  the  End  of  my  apoftate  Guile  * 
Nay,  then,  I  (land  the  firft  of  branded  Villains; 
And  curs'd  be  he  that  drew  me  in  the  Snare ! 
Ah!  my  dear  Lord,  behold  a  guilty  Wretch  ; 
Look  up,  and  feal  my  Pardon,  ere  you  die. 

EUSTATHIUS. 

What  art  thou  ? — Why  doft  roll  thy  haggard  Eyes  ? 
Wfiat  Guilt  is  this  that  (hakes  thy  trembling  Frame  ? 

PLYNUS. 

O !  you're  deceiv'd ;  and  fair  Emilia  's  wrong'd. 
The  Letter  's  forg'd ;  and  I  was  hir'd  to  bring  it 

LYCANDER. 

kHah,  Slave ! Tis  well  thou  art  not  TO^th  my 
Sword, 

O  2 


196        The  UNHAPPY   FATHER. 

Elfe  would  I  fear  thee  with  ten  thoufand  Wounds  i 
But  I'll  referve  thee  for  the  Rod  of  Juftice ; 
And  thou  flialt  perifh  by  the  Hangman's  Hand. 

\Exit  j  dragging  him  off. 

Enter  LYCANDER,  D  YCAR  BAS,  PAULUS, 
TERENTIA. 

LVCAN&ER. 

I've  told  our  Story;  and  you  fee  its  End i 
My  Horfe  is  ready  j  I'll  purfiie  the  Traitor. 
Should  the  Winds  lend  him  their  officious  Wings, 
My  fwifter  Vengeance  (hall  o'ertake  his  Heels, 
And  pluuge  this  Dagger  in  his  guilty  Breaft. 

\_Exit  Lycandef. 

BUST  AT  HI  us. 

My  Father  here! — Fly  hence,  thou  good  old  Man : 
Turn  of?  thy  Eyes ;  nor  wound  them  with  a  Sight 
Will  freeze  thy  Heart,  and  turn  thy  Limbs  to 

Marble. 

Here  lies  the  Darling  of  thy  hoary  Age ; 
A  wither'd  Rofe  j  and  fhe  was  cropt  by  me. 
O  Torture !   Torture !  I'll  not  bear  the  Thought, 
Nor  drag  the  Chain  of  Life  a  Moment  longer. 
Her  Lips  are  cold,  and  have  forgot  to  fmile : 

That 
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That  pleafing  Form  is  pale  and  breathlefs  now  ; 
jBut  ftill  'tis  fair  as  monumental  Marble. 
Where  (hall  I  find  thee,  O  my  injur'd  Wife  i 
What  happy  Fields  retain  thy  fmiling  Shade  \ 
Emilia!  Oh!  [Dies. 

DYCARBAS. 

Alas!  he's  gone. — Farewel,  thou  noble  Youth i 
May  Angels  bear  thee  to  the  Realms  of  Blifs ! 
Ill-fated  Couple !—  Yet,  be  ftill,  my  Heart : 
'Tis  Heav'n  afflicts  -,  and  I  mould  not  complain : 
But  Nature,  ftruggling  Nature,  will  have  way, 
Or  mighty  Grief  will  crack  the  fwelling  Strings. 
Emilia,  O  thou  Flower  of  my  Age  ! 
Where  is  that  Face,  which  not  an  Hour  paft 
Blom'd  like  a  Morning  of  the  early  Spring  ? 
But  now  the  Rofes  have  forfook  their  Dwelling, 
And  thy  pale  Cheeks  are  cold  as  fliiv'ring  Winter: 
Too  early  wither'd,  O  unhappy  Girl ! 
Thou  canft  not  hear  me,  tho'  my  Griefs  are  loud 
As  the  rude  Winds,  that  vex  the  raging  Tide. 

TERENTIA. 

My  frozen  Heart  is  flung  with  killing  Anguifh ; 
I  fland  myfelf  a  Monument  of  Woe  : 
What  can  I  fay,  my  Lord,  to  comfort  you  ? 
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D  Y  C  A  R  B  A  &'. 

Forbear  thy  Confolations,  gentle  Mai'd  : 
I  am  a  Man,  and  therefore  cannot  fee 
This  horrid  Sight  without  a  Father's  Pang  : 
But  when  theTranfport  of  my  Grief  is  over  j 
Then  Reafon  {hall  again  refume  her  Throne, 
And  the  fliil  Soul  will  liflen  to  her  Lore. 

TER  ENTI  A. 

I  only  afk  to  have  my  Share  of  Woe ; 
1 11  be  a  faithful  Partner  in  your  Grief ; 
Sigh  when  you  ligh,  and  anfwer  to  your  Tears. 

T)Y  GARB  AS. 

No !  Heav'n  has  fure  referv'd  a  milder  Fate 
And  happier  Days  for  thee,  thou  lovely  Mourner. 
Ye  gracious  Pow'rs,  preferve  this  weeping  Fair  j 
Keep  her  from  Sorrow,  and  divide  her  Fate 
Far — far  from  that  of  her  unhappy  Friend. 
Can  any  tell  me  where  Lycander  went  ? 
I  fear  fome  111  from  his  ungovern'd  Rage. 

P  A  u  L  u  s. 

He  went,  my  Lord,  in  Chace  of  Leonardo. 

DYCA  R- 


A    TRAGEDY,       199 

DYCARBAS. 

Then  Rage  and  bloody  Vengeance  will  enfue. 
O!  fpare,  ye  Powers  —  fpare  thefe  aged  Eyes: 
Let  them  no  more  behold  the  Face  of  Death, 
Nor  the  black  Image  of  detefted  Murder. 
The  favage  Race  of  unfrequented  Wilds, 
Voracious  Wolves,  fierce  Pards,  and  roaring  Lions, 
In  fpite  of  Hunger's  unrelenting  Call, 
Break  not  the  Ties  of  Nature  with  their  Kind. 
O  Shame  to  Man !  whofe  far  more  cruel  Eyes 
With  vengeful  Smiles  can  fee  another's  Ruin. 

TERENTJA. 

Behold,  your  Son  j  and  with  him  comes  theTraitor. 
[Lycander  •with  Leonardo,  wounded. 

LYCANDEK. 

Sec  !  here's  a  Sight  would  melt  a  Heart  of  Stone  : 
Thou  curfed  Flower  of  eternal  Villainy, 
Lie  there,  a  pleafing  Sacrifice  to  thofe 
Thy  Project  brought  to  this  untimely  End. 

DTCARBAS. 

What  haft  thou  done  to  rob  the  Hand  of  Juftice  ? 
Prefumptuous  Boy  !  His  Life  was  not  thy  Due, 

Q  4  L  L  o- 
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LEONARDO. 

Thou  feeble  Dotard !  — Think'ft  thou  Leonard^ 
Was  born  to  fuffer  by  the  puny  Laws  ? 
That  I  am  conquer'd,  let  him  thank  his  Stars: 
Had  not  the  Fates  oppos'd  my  beft  Endeavour, 
This  better  Arm  had  laid  thy  Son  as  low  : 
But  I  have  liv'd  to  tafte  of  fweet  Revenge, 
And  glut  my  Eyes  with  their  defired  Ruin. 

DYCARBAS. 

Boaft  not  of  Mifchief  with  your  la  left  Breath : 
You  ftand  on  tiptoe  on  the  flipp'ry  Shore, 
With  Death's  immeafurable  Gulph  before  you : 
Ah !  weigh  the  Danger  of  your  parting  Soul, 
And  fend  a  few  repentant  Sighs  to  Heaven. 

LEONARDO. 

Repentance  ! — Preach  it  to  your  coward  Slaves, 
Whofe  daftard  Spirits  tremble  at  their  Fate. 
I  only  wim  my  fainting  Lungs  would  hold, 
To  breathe  a  Curfe  on  yon  afpiring  Boy. 
Now  for  fome  horrid  Earthquake,  that  would  rock 
The  ftrong  Foundations  of  the  folid  Globe  j 
That  nodding  Tow'rs  might  crufh  their  Owners 

'Heads, 

And 
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And  Kingdoms  (hare  the  Fate  of  Leonardo ! 

[  Di,s. 

DYCARBAS. 

The  furious  Soul  has  left  her  Habitation  : 
Yet  (till  his  Vifage  wears  the  Mark  of  Rage. 
Ah  !  fo  it  is  when  Anger  and  Revenge 
Are  grown  habitual  to  a  guilty  Mind. 
They  fhut  out  Penitence  and  pleafing  Hope  ; 
And  plunge  the  Wretch  in  horrible  Defpair. 
How  is't,  Lycander  ?  You  are  pale,  my  Son. 

Ah  !   Doft  thou  bleed  ! Oh,   for  Affiftance  ! 

Quick! 

LYCANDER. 

All  Help  is  vain  -3  and  'tis  as  I  would  have  it. 
That  Villain's  Sword  has  fav'd  my  own  the  Labour. 
Think  not,  my  Father,  I  would  live  to  bear 
The  keen  Reproaches  of  a  confcious  Soul, 
Which  ev'ry  Hour  would  tell  this  gloomy  Breaft, 
My  Folly  caus'd  the  Death  of  dear  Emilia. 

0  !  flay  your  Tears  j  I  cannot  bear  the  Sight : 
'Tis  far  more  painful  than  my  aking  Wound, 
ferentiat  now  come  near,  thou  lovely  Maid ; 

1  only  ftay'd  to  view  that  pleafing  Face: 
And  now  I  take  a  long  Farewel  indeed. 

Hah! 
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Hah  !  —  Doft  thou  weep  ?  Reftrain  thofe  falling 

Showers, 

And  lavim  not  thofe  precious  Drops  for  me. 
Remember  this  :  —  When  next  you  meet  Polonius, 
Tell  him  I  blefs'd  him  with  my  dying  Breath, 
And  left  Terentta  to  his  faithful  Arms. 


PYCARBAS. 

Merciful  Pow'rs,  affift  my  feeble  Age, 
And  let  not  Reafon  Dagger  from  her  Throne  ! 
Can  thefe  wan  Eye-balls  keep  their  wonted  Seats  ? 
Will  they  not  flartle  from  their  frighted  Orbs  ? 
My  Spirit  ftruggles  in  her  aged  Prifon, 
And  threat'ning  Tremors  make  the  feeble  Walls. 
If  e'er  fiicceeding  Ages  mould  produce 
A  miferable  Father,  like  myfelf, 
Whofe  Soul  can  relifa  nought  but  gloomy  Talcs  j 
Who  wants  fome  fad  Comparifon  of  Woe, 
To  charm  the  Prefliare  of  his  own  Misfortune?  ^ 
Let  them  repeat  the  Story  of  Dy  car  has. 

P  A  u  L  u  s. 
Have  Patience,  my  dear  Lord. 

DYCARBAS. 
Of  that  hereafter.  -  Patience  feerns  at  prefcnt 

Too 
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Too  cold  a  Virtue  for  my  boiling  Soul. 
Let  fame  be  fent  to  fetch  Pdonius  back, 
If  yet  his  Bark  has  not  forfook  the  Shore  : 
Let  him  return  to  his  dear  Father's  Side, 
From  whejjce  thefe  Branches  are  fo  lately  torn. 
Farewcl,  ye  fmiling  Comforts  of  my  Age. 
O  dreadful  Sight  !  Thefe  Soles  are  dipt  in  Blood  } 
My  Childrens  Blood  ,~  -  O  Heavens!  - 


PAtl'LtTS. 

Ah!  fee  !  he  feints  j  the  weary  Spirit  fails  : 
Come  let  us  bear  !him  from  this  fatal  Place. 

'[  fcxeunt  Paul.  &  Oycarb. 

TERENTIA. 

Now  where,  ah  !  whither,  mall  ferintia  fly? 
Emilia  !  -  O  thou  more  -than  lovely  Sifter  ! 
Thou  dear  Companion  of  my  infant  Days  ! 
Are  thefe  the  Wages  of  thy  kind  Indulgence  ? 
The  fad  Requital  of  a  Sifter's  Love  ? 
Unhappy  Youth  *!  -  Unfortunate  Lycander! 
What  cruel  Star  prefided  at  our  Births, 
And  fent  us  here,  as  Ornens  of  Deftruction, 
To  blaft  the  World,  and.  mark  our  Steps  with  Roin  ? 
That  Villains  Plot  had  -fail-'d  its  tragic  End, 

Had 
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Had  not  Lycander  met  Emilia  here. 

But,  O !  thy  Face,  Terentia,  was  the  Caufe ; 

For  which  I'll  flam  it  with  continual  Tears. 

Each  throbbing  Art'ry  fhall  its  Juices  yield, 

Till  the  dry  Carcafe  can  afford  no  more ; 

Till  thefe  chang'd  Features  (hew  no  more  Terentidy 

But  look  the  meagre  Skeletons  of  Woe. 

So,  conftant  dropping,  ftands  a  wounded  Vine, 
Till  the  Leaves  wither,  and  the  Boughs  recline : 
The  Root  grows  fhrivel'd  in  its  native  Mold  : 
Its  feeble  Arms  forfake  their  curling  Hold : 
The  foft'ring  Sap  from  ev'ry  Tendril  flies, 
And  thus,  like  me,  the  fenfelefs  Mourner  dies. 


ACT   V. 

SCENE  the  Firft. 
PAUL  us  with  a  Sailor. 

P  A  u  L  u  s. 

FAIN  would  I  difbelievc  your  horrid  Tale, 
But  that  your  Proofs  are  ocular  and  ftrong. 
Did  none  attempt  his  Refcue  ? — 
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Sailor. 

All  Help  was  vain  ;  but  yet  his  defp'rate  Servant 
Leap'd  in  the  Ocean  to  his  Lord's  Relief ; 
And,  as  we  think,  ferv'd  to  enlarge  the  Meal, 
And  glut  the  Maw  of  that  voracious  Monfter. 

P  A  u  L  u  s. 

Now,  who  fhall  bear  this  Story  to  my  Lord  ? 
Ah,  wretched  Man  !  no  more  a  Father  now. 
His  eldeft  Hope,  the  Glory  of  his  Youth, 
His  lovely  Daughter  with  her  noble  Spoufe, 
Swept  from  the  World  by  Treach'ry  and  Revenge. 
All  thefe  To-morrow's  Ev'ning  Sun  muft  fee 
Laid  in  the  cold  Receptacles  of  Death. 
One  Hope  was  left,  the  Darling  of  his  Age, 
Polonius  $  but  the  unrelenting  Fates 
Have  torn  that  only  BlofTom  from  his  Side ; 
Made  the  Provifion  of  a  hungry  Shark ; 
O  Gods  ! — And  buried  in  a  living  Tomb. 
Now,  who  will  be  that  Raven,  which  (hall  wound 
A  Father's  Ear  with  this  moft  horrid  Tale  ? 
O  ye  unpitying  Fates !  if  yet  you  have 
In  your  black  Regifter  fome  future  Plagues, 
Down  with  them  all,  that  we  may  find  an  End. 

[  Exeunt, 
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Sfene  draws,  and  difcovers  Dycarbas  as  reading. 

DYCARBAS. 

Thro*  thefe  black  Scenes  of  unexampled  Woe, 
That  hang  fo  heavy  on  my  drooping  Soul, 
Methinks  there's  fomething  dreadful  yet  to  come  : 
So  let  it  be ;  with  Patience  I  would  bear  : 
When  Heav'n  afflicts,  'tis  Folly  to  repine. 
PrefumptuousMan  !  at  whom  wouldft  thou  repine  ? 
At  that  great  Pow'r  who  made  thee  what  thou  art? 
Who  brought  thee  from  a  State  of  Non-Exiftence 
To  chearful  Day-light  and  the  glorious  Sun  ? 
Whofe  Breath  infpir'd  this  imperial  Clay 
With  confcious  Knowlege,  and  a  reas'ning  Soul ; 
A  glorious  Soul,  whofe  Birth-right  is  Eternity  ? 
For  foon  this  feeble  Cafe,  worn  out  with  Age, 
Shall  fleep  and  moulder  in  its  dufty  Cell. 
Then  the  freed  Spirit  (hall  exulting  fly 
To  glorious  Regions,  and  immortal  Fields. 
Perhaps  th'  All-wife  Difpenfer  faw  'twas  good, 
That  fad  Dycarbas  fhould  be  thus  afflicted. 
The  Heart  grows  wanton  with  continual  Joy, 
And  gathers  Ruft  beneath  the  Wings  of  Pleafure. 
Then  Sorrow  comes  to  roufe  the  lazy  Senfe; 

Turns 
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Turns  up  the  clofe  Recefles  of  the  Breaft, 
And  fets  the  trembling  Soul  before  its  Judge, 
A  naked,  humble,  and  repenting  Criminal. 
Yet  hear,  O  hear  me,  thou  all-gracious  Power ! 
In  thy  large  Store-houfe  of  unnumber'd  Joys, 
If  there  is  any  Good  referv'd  for  me, 
Beftow  it  on  my  yet  furviving  Child ; 
( O  killing  Thought ! )  my  only  Son  Polonius. 

PAULUS.    DYCARBAS. 

P  A  u  L  u  s. 
Alas !  my  dearefl  Lord  ! 

DYCARBAS. 

Hah !  What  art  thou,  that  with  a  hollow  Tone 
Art  like  the  fhrieking  Meflenger  of  Fate? 
Why  doft  thou  look  fo  like  a  warning  Shade, 
Sent  from  the  Regions  of  imperial  Death, 
To  (hake  my  Reafon  with  thy  Spectre's  Vifage. 

PAULUS. 

Ah !  dreadful  Tale,  my  Lord ! — Your  Son  Polonius— 

DYCARBAS. 

Hah !  What  of  him  ? 

Speak 
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Speak  quickly ;  do — unfold  thy  horrid  Tale, 
While  yet  my  ftagg'ring  Senfe  has  Pow'r  to  hear. 

P  A  u  L  u  s. 

Prepare  your  Temper  for  the  fad  Relation, 
And  fummon  all  the  Courage  of  your  Soul. 
We  fent,  my  Lord,  to  call  your  much-lov'd  Son 
Back  to  the  Side  of  his  unhappy  Father. 
The  Ship  was  laurtch'd,  and  had  forfook  the  Bay, 
Yet  not  fo  far  but  that  a  Boat  might  reach  her. 
Aftonim'd  at  the  News  of  our  Misfortunes, 
With  too  much  Hafle  he  left  the  Ship,  and  fet 
His  heedlefs  Foot  upon  the  flipp'ry  Plank, 
Which  with  a  Slide  betray 'd  him  to  the  Waves. 
The  fcreaming  Sailors  flew  to  his  Relief: 
But  of  a  fudden  the  convulfive  Ocean 
Appear'd  to  labour  with  a  monftrous  Birth. 
A  fatal  Shark,  the  largeft  of  its  Kind 
Roll'd  his  unwieldy  Carcafe  through  the  Deep, 
And  tofs'd  above  the  Waves  his  horrid  Jaw. 
The  ftouteft  Bofoms  then  were  froze  with  Fear: 
But  Timnus,  faithful  to  his  dying  Lord, 
Rufh'd  in  the  Waters  to  partake  his  Fate. 

DYCARBAS. 

O !  fay,  ye  PowVs,  Why  this  uncommon  Scourge? 

This 
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This  reeling  Frame  that  ftoops  beneath  the  Weight 
Of  threefcore  Winters,  and  a  wounded  Soul, 
Would  foon  have  dropt  into  its  deftin'd  Grave, 
And  needed  not  this  laft,  this  deadly  Blow. 
But  now  'tis  done  : — My  Art'ries  throb  no  more, 
And  this  ftill  Heart  has  quite  forgot  to  heave. 
Mount  j  —  Mount,  my  Soul,  where  the  Arflided 

reft  $ 

Where  Sorrow  fmiles,  and  Orphans  weep  no  more  j 
Where  wretched  Fathers  may  forget  their  Woes, 
And  Hallelujahs  fill  the  Place  of  Groans. 
And  you,  my  Children,  if  your  fainted  Shades 
Can  ftoop  a  Moment  from  their  happy  Fields  j 
This  once  defcend,  and  on  your  filial  Wings 
Receive  the  Spirit  of  a  dying  Father.  [  Dies* 

P  A  u  L  u  s. 

Alas!  he  faints :— Ah,  no!  'tis  Death  indeed. 
Down  his  pale  Temples  rolls  a  mortal  Dew  : 
His  Eyes  are  clos'd,  and  he  is  gone  for  ever. 

PAULUS.  TERENTIA.  CLAUDIA. 

TERE  NTIA. 

O  horrid  Triumph  of  luxurious  Death  1 
VOL.  II  P  This 
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This  Hoiife  is  now  a  Scene  of  matchlefs  Woe. 
Ah,  my  lov'd  Guardian!  Ah,  my  deareft  Lord ! 
Thus  will  I  clafp  in  Death  thy  rev'rend  Image : 
Thus  will  I  on  thy  lifelefs  Bofom  figh, 
Till  my  Heart  burft,  and  crack  the  ftubborn  Strings. 

PAULUS. 
Have  Comfort,  deareft  Lady. 

TERENTIA. 

Blafted  be  the  imaginary  Name ! 
When  the  ftern  Fates  in  their  eternal  Book 
In  fable  Characters  fet  down  ¥erentia, 
They  underneath  it  writ  a  Lift  of  Woes, 
And  banim'd  Comfort  from  the  deadly  Scroll. 

CLAUDIA. 

Come,  let  us  haften  from  this  gloomy  Place : 
Time  will  fweep  away  the  fad  Remembrance, 
And  there  may  Ml  be  happy  Days  for  you. 

TERENTIA. 

Hence,  Claudia,  with  thy  iU-tim'd  Confolations. 
Did  I  not  lately  view  a  horrid  Sea 
Of  kindred  Blood,  in  one  promifcuous  Tide, 
And  ftreamlng  dreadful  on  the  crimfon  Floor  ? 

Behold 
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Behold  the  Guardian  of  my  youthful  Years, 

My  Fofter-father,  pale  and  breathlefs  there ; 

And  then  to  ftrike  all  Nature  dumb  with  Horror, 

Think  on  the  Partner  of  rny  faithful  Breaft 

Deny'd  the  ufual  Honours  of  a  Grave ; 

His  trembling  Flefh  torn  from  the  living  Bones, 

To  glut  the  Hunger  of  a  raging  Monfter. 

O  Guardian  Angels !  Save  me  from  the  Thought, 

Left  my  diffracted  Soul  mould  turn  a  Fury. 

Go,  fearch  the  Globe,  and  find  where  Sorrow  reigns ; 

Explore  the  Dwellings  of  unpity'd  Woe ; 

Turn  up  the  Dens  of  Wretches,  doubly  curft, 

Who  hide  their  Eyelids  from  the  hateful  Sun ; 

There  fee;  ah!  fee,  if  thou  canft  find  a  Wretch 

Will  change  a  fingle  Torment  with  T'erentia. 

CLAUDIA. 

Ah !  deareft  Lady, — fee  your  Servant's  Tears : 
If  Claudia  e'er  was  pleafing  in  your  Eyes, 
Thus  on  my  Knees  I  beg  you  would  not  ftay 
In  this  fad  Place,  to  aggravate  your  Sorrows. 

TERENTIA. 

Then  take  me ;  lead  me  to  fome  gloomy  Cave, 
Never  inhabited  by  human  Creature. 

P  2  Let 
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Let  it  be  feated  in  a  thorny  Wild, 
And  ev'n  a  Stranger  to  the  glimm'ring  Moon  : 
Let  frowning  Rocks  compofe  the  difmal  Roof, 
And  not  a  Star  prefume  to  twinkle  there. 
So  let  us  dwell  with  only  one  dim  Taper, 
And  think  and  talk  of  nothing  but  Defpair. 

\Exeunt  Ter.  &  Claud. 

P  A  U  L  U  S. 

Ye  Powers!  If  Innocence  be  ftill  your  Care, 
Reftore  the  Peace  of  this  afflifted  Maid. 

What  do  I  hear  ? A  Knocking  at  the  Gate  ? 

Who  is  fo  wretched  to  come  near  this  Place, 
And  crave  an  Entrance  at  the  Doors  of  Woe  ? 

Re-enter  P  A  u  L  u  s  with  T  i  M  N  u  s. 

O  Timnus !  Thou  art  like  the  chearing  Sun, 
When  Storms  have  lately  ihook  the  troubled  Sky. 

Polonius  lives! O,  Heart-reviving  Sound  1 

But  comes  too  late  for  his  unhappy  Father. 
Thou  might' ft,  hadft  thou  been  here  an  Hour  paft, 
Have  fav'd  a  Life  more  precious  than  a  Kingdom. 

TIMNUS. 
No  Speed  was  wanting  on  my  Side :  But  that 

Officious 
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Officious  Sailor  found  his  Way  before  me : 
Nor  had  we  liv'd,  but  that  the  heav'nly  Pow'rs 
Still  temper  Mercy  with  their  ftern  Decrees, 
And  fent  between  us  and  the  raging  Monfter 
The  floating  Carcafe  of  a  (hipwreck'd  Man  : 
His  greedy  Jaws  devour'd  the  ready  Prey, 
And  left  purfuing  our  forbidden  Lives. 

PAULUS. 

Now,  who  mall  bid  Polonius  welcome  here  ? 
For  this  ill-fated  Manflon  is  become 
The  gloomy  Seat  of  arbitrary  Death ; 
And  the  pale  Tyrant  keeps  a  Revel  here, 
With  his  grim  Sifters,  Horror  and  Defpair. 

CLAUDIA.     PAULUS. 

PAULUS. 
Claudia^    how  fares  your  Lady  now  ? 

CLAUDIA. 

I  went,  tranfported  with  the  joyful  News ; 
But  found  my  Lady  in  a  peaceful  Slumber. 
I  drew  the  Curtain,  with  Intent  to  wake  her; 
But  Reafon  foon  recall'd  the  ram  Defign. 
I  ftay'd  my  Hand,  and  thought  it  might  be  ill. 

P  3  PAU- 
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PAUL  us. 

'Tis  well  thou  d.idft :  Perhaps  the  fudden  Joy 
Had  feiz'd  her  Spirits  with  too  great  a  Violence, 
And  prov'd  an  Evil,  worfe  than  all  her  Woes : 
But,  let  us  hafte  to  meet  my  Lord  Pohnius* 

[Exeunt. 

Scene  draws,  and  difcovers  Terentia  in  Black- 
ed Table ,  a  Cup  of  Poifon,  and  a  Light. 


TERENTIA. 

This  well-diffembled  Slumber  has  deceiv'd 
The  prying  Eyes  of  my  officious  Maid. 

Claudia,  farewel. Ah  !  when  thy  faithful  Care 

Shall  wait  the  Rifing  of  thy  wretched  Miftrefs, 
Then  thou  wilt  find  her  in  a  Sleep  indeed. 
Thrice  to  my  frighted  Ears  the  warning  Cock 
Has  fent  the  Notice  of  approaching  Day. 
The  pale  Light  ftruggles  with  the  fullen  Clouds  -9 
But  I  will  ne'er  behold  its  Beams  again. 
Methinks  the  fympathizing  Air  grows  fenfible, 
And  Nature  trembles  at  my  horrid  Purpofe: 
A  heavy  Mift  hangs  o'er  the  dreary  Room, 
And  this  dim  Taper  burns  a  mournful  Blue : 
This  fable  Garment  fuits  the  blacker  Deed  j 

It 
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It  anfvvcrs  to  my  Soul ;  'tis  dark  and  difmal. 
Bat  wherefore  do  I  aggravate  the  Horrors  ? 
'Tis  but  a  Draught,  and  all  will  then  be  ft  ill. 
Stern  Death  lies  frowning  in  thefe  filver  Walls; 
This  little  Cup  can  hold  the  King  of  Terrors, 
Why  does  it  tremble  in  my  making  Hand  ? 
Why  o'er  my  Temples  rolls  a  fainting  Dew  ? 
But,  fure,  it  is  a  weighty  Thing,  to  die  ! 
I'll  fet  it  down,  and  think  on't  once  again. 
How  will  "Terentia  look,  when  that  cold  Draught 
Has  ta'en  PofTemon  of  her  frozen  Bowels? 
Eyes  wan  and  ghaftly! — Cheeks,  as  Winter,  pale! 
With  the  rank  Poifon  feft'ring  on  my  Lips  I 
All  living  Creatures  will  abhor  the  Sight, 
And  hurry  this  loath'd  Carcafe  to  a  Grave. 
Then  for  my  Soul  j  thro'  what  immortal  Paths 
Muft  that  pale  Wand'rer  take  its  dubious  Way  ? 
But  we  are  taught,  that  there  are  happy  Fields, 
To  give  afflicted  Innocence  Repofe. 
But  then — I  fear —  Ah !  yes,  I  feel  I  do, 
That  this  ram  Deed  will  mut  the  Gates  of  Heav'n. 
'Tis  not  too  late  : — I  breathe  the  vital  Air : 
Yon  deadly  Potion  yet  remains  untafted, 
And  I  may  live: — But  how, — without  Polonius? 
That  Thought,  again,  has  rous'd  my  tim'rous  SouK 
P  A  Thou 
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Thou  defp'rate  Cordial !  we  will  part  no  more  5 
I'll  drink  thee  off,  and  quaff  the  baneful  Lees. 
Hark — what  was  that! — O  tardy  Wretch,  be  quick} 
Some  friendly  Ghoft  js  come  to  fee  thee  die. 

POLONIUS  within. 

What  Wretch  is  this,  who  with  Terentia's  Voice 
Dares  talk  of  dying,  while  Polonim  lives  ? 

TERENTIA. 

Hah! . — That  was  like  the  Voice  of  my  Polonius : 
Then  'tis  his  wand'ring  Spirit  come  to  take 
A  fad  Farewel,  and  bid  Terentia  follow. 
This  way  it  call'd  :•—  O,  fave ! — O,  fave  me,  Heav'n ! 

Enter  POLONIUS. 

Ah,  defp'rate  Girl !  What  was  thy  rafh  Deiign  ? 
What  means  this  Cup  within  thy  trembling  Hand  ? 
Haft  thou  been  dealing  with  the  Drugs  of  Death, 
To  heap  more  Horrors  on  my  loaded  Heart, 
And  make  my  Woes  too  great  for  human  Nature? 
Why  doft  thou  look  fo  earneftly  upon  me? 
Why  fits  Amazement  in  thy  rolling  Eyes  ? 
Speak  out,  my  Fair,  and  give  thy  Paffion  Vent. 

TEREN- 
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TERENTIA. 

O !  my  Polonius!  —  But  it  cannot  be  > 
'Tis  fome  Illulion,  or  the  Dream  of  Death. 
Methinks  I've  newly  pad  the  dreadful  Streams 
Of  Styx,  and  now  am  landed  on  Elyfium. 
Yet  tell,  O  tell  me,  if  fhoti  art  Polonius, 
What  gracious  Pow'r  has  giv'n  thee  back  to  Life  ? 
And  fent  thee,  like  the  Genius  of  her  Soul, 
To  fave  Terentia  from  the  yawning  Grave  ? 

POLONIUS. 

That  mail  be  told  my  Love  at  happier  Hours : 

But  now  my  tott'ring  Senfe  is  (hook  with  Anguifh; 

Nature  rends  up  the  Sluices  of  my  Heart, 

And  from  their  Fountain  draws  the  living  Streams. 

Late,  my  Terentia,  I  could  boaft  a  Father, 

A  Brother,  Sifter,  and  a  fair  one  too. 

But  now  they're  gone,  and  thou  art  all  that's  left 

To  keep  a  Wretch  from  terrible  Defpair. 

TERENTIA. 

O  !  that  fome  Cherub  would  inftruft  my  Tongue 
To  charm  thy  Sorrows  with  celeftial  Mufic ! 
For  I  have  quite  forgot  the  Ufe  of  Words, 
And  know  no  Eloquence,  but  to  complain. 

POLO- 


218      T&?  UNHAPPY  FATHER. 

POLONIUS. 

Forgive,  thou  faireft  Partner  of  my  Soul, 
Forgive  Pohnius  thefe  unmanly  Tears : 
The  ftubborn  Griefs  will  force  me  to  complain, 
Ev'n  in  thy  Prefence,  whofe  delightful  Charms 
Smile  like  the  Morning  thro'  her  pearly  Dews. 

T  E  R  E  N  T  I  A. 

Nay,  ftill  weep  on ;  I'll  anfwer  Tear  for  Tear : 
Let  frequent  Sighs  employ  the  lonely  Hours, 
And  Grief  be  all  the  Bus'nefs  of  our  Lives. 

POLONIUS. 

If  Tears  could  make  but  Yefter-morn  return, 
And  to  thefe  Arms  reftore  my  living  Friends, 
I'd  call  the  Juices  from  their  fecret  Cells, 
And  teach  thefe  Eyes  to  pour  continual  Streams. 
But  Death  regards  nor  Pray'rs,  nor  melting  Woe; 
Fate  ftands  between,  and  frowns  upon  our  Tears; 
Then  pointing  (hews  the  Grave,— our  common 

Way. 

Unfeen  we  tread  th'  irremed'able  Path, 
And  flagger  thither  ere  our  Cheeks  are  dry. 


So 
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So  two  kind  Friends  in  fome  tofs'd  VefiTel  ride, 
Where  a  black  Tempeft  fwells  the  raging  Tide: 
Trembling  they  Hand,  and  weep  their  native  Shore, 
While  the  Sky  thunders,  and  the  Waters  roar ; 
Till  unawares  fome  envious  Billow  fweeps 
One  lov'd  Companion  in  the  frothy  Deeps. 
His  wretched  Fellow  rends  the  Air  with  Cries, 
Calls  on  his  Name,  and  rolls  his  ghaftly  Eyes 
Round  the  vex'd  Ocean,  and  the  difmal  Skies : 
His  frantic  Hands  tear  off  his  fcatter'd  Hairs ; 
Now  calls  on  Heav'n,  yet  of  its  Help  defpairs  ; 
Till  the  kind  Waves  his  fhort-liv'd  Sorrows  end, 
And  warn  the  Mourner  to  his  finking  Friend. 


fb* 


The  following  Scene i  which  fe  ems  to  have  beendc- 
figned  by  the  Author  to  be  interwoven  in  the  pre- 
ceding Play  (together  with  the  brief  Hiftory,  as  it 
may  be  pre fumed t  of  the  Parties  introduced  in  it) 
has  fame  Strokes  in  it,  that  render  ify  altho'  im- 
perfetf,  deferring  of  a  Place  among  her  Works. 

ACT     I. 

SCENE    the  Field. 

LUCY   and  M  E  R  i  A  H,    meeting. 

M  E  R  i  A  H. 

GOOD  Morrow,  Lucy! —  How  's  thy  Heart 
To-day  ? 

Methinks  thy  Eyes  exprefs  a  happier  Soul, 
And  all  thy  Features  fmile. 

LUCY. 
Your  Friendship,  Madam,  and  the  chearful  Seafon, 

Have  help'd  a  little  to  divert  my  Spleen. 

And 
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And  tho'  'tis  impoffible  for  a  Perfon  in  my  Cir- 
cumftances  to  be  happy,  yet  my  prefent  State 
agrees  with  my  Notions  of  the  Popifh  Purga- 
tory ;  that  is,  neither  bleft  nor  wretched,  but  a 
kind  of  gentle  Torment,  or  imperfect  Pleafure. 

M  E  R  I  A  H. 

It  is  not  right  to  whet  thy  Griefs  again, 
Nor  conjure  up  thy  Wrongs,  that  long  have  flept : 
Yet,  Lucy,  I  could  wifh  that  thou  hadft  ended 
The  mournful  Tale  which  you  begun  laft  Night. 

LUCY. 

I've  us'd  fo  long  to  mufe  upon  my  Woes, 
That  I  can  tell  'em  now  without  Emotion. 
I've  told  you,  that  my  Parents  left  me  young, 
An  helplefs  Orphan,  with  a  narrow  Fortune : 
A  cruel  Guardian  (har'd  the  moft  of  That. 
I'd  little  left,  except  the  Care  of  Heav'n, 
And  ufelefs  Pity  from  the  tender  Few  : 
My  Age  Sixteen,  with  Spirits  foft  and  mild  j 
A  Stranger  both  to  Artifice  and  Sin. 
In  this  weak  Age  I  faw  myfelf  involved 
In  the  black  Jaws  of  Poverty  and  Care. 

My  Face  was  fair : Curs'd  be  the  Name  of 

Beauty  ! 

'Twas 


An  imperfeff  Scene.  223 

Twas  that  which  drew  Lycander's  Eyes  on  me : 
Lycander,  whofe  proud  Heart  difdain'd  to  lofe 

Whate  er  it  afk'd  for  • whether  the  Defirc 

Was  lawlefs  Love,  Ambition,  or  Revenge. 
He  firft  feduc'd  me  from  my  native  Home, 
With  Vows  of  Friendfhip,  and  Platonic  Love 
My  thoughtlefs  Soul  was  eafily  deceiv'd, 
And  faw  no  Fraud  upon  his  artful  Brow : 
But  foon  the  Saint  threw  off  his  borrow'd  Robe, 
And  flood  confeft,  a  Villain  doubly  dy'd. 
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Second     PLAY, 


WRITTEN 


At  the  Requeft  of  a  FRIEND, 
In  about  a  Fortnight. 


• 


• 


C«7] 


A  C  T     I. 

SCENE   the  Royal  Tent. 
EDWI.     ELEONO'RA. 

ELEONORA. 

WHY  fit8  pale  Sorrow  on  your  faded  Cheek? 
Why  on  the  Ground  are  fixt  your  mourn- 
ful Eyes  ? 

Look  up,  my  Lord ! — Tho'  Fortune  frown  To-day, 
To-morrow's  Sun  may  fee  her  drefs'd  in  Smiles : 
Fear,  Grief,  and  Cares,  are  but  the  Shades  of  Life, 
That  ferve  to  brighten  each  opponent  Joy  : 
And  who  afpires  at  a  godlike  Crown, 
Muft  wade  to  Glory  thro'  the  Gulph  of  Woe. 


EDW  i. 
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E  D  \V  I. 

Ah !  footh  me  not : — In  vain,  my  gentle  Mother, 
In  vain  you  try  to  heal  this  wounded  Heart. 
You  'noint  the  Surface  ;  but  the  cheating  Balm 
Finds  no  Accefs  to  the  corrupting  Core. 
Few  Months  are  paft,  fince  Edwi  you  beheld 
I'th' Robes  of  pompous  Majefty  array 'd  ; 
Plac'd  on  a  Throne,  and  courteoufly  teaz'd 
With  the  mock  Homage  of  my  filken  Slaves : 
Now  view  me,  now,  abandon'd  and  betray 'd, 
A  pageant  Wretch,  the  Shadow  of  a  King. 
Behold  yon  Army,  whofe  proud  Banners  wave 
High  in  the  Air,  and  dare  me  to  the  Field : 
Thofe  late  approach'd  me  with  a  cringing  Knee, 
Obeyed  my  Nod,  and  trembled  at  my  Frown  ; 
But  now  their  Spears  are  pointed  at  my  Breaft  : 
Their  greedy  Fauchions  thirft  for  royal  Blood, 
And  Edwi's  Name  is  made  the  Sport  of  Tongues. 

ELEONORA. 

I'm  told  the  Traitors  have  this  Morning  fent, 
To  fee  if  you'd  agree  on  certain  Terms ; 
But  fure  the  towVmg  Eagle  mould  not  ftoop 
To  fland  a  Parley  with  the  abjecl:  Crow. 

ED  w  i. 
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E  D  W  I. 

O,  Ekonora!  Can  thefe  Eyes  behold 

My  Country  ravag'd  by  a  Civil  War  ? 

See  madding  Sons  againft  their  Fathers  rife, 

And  raging  Sires  {hed  their  Child rens  Blood  ? 

Pale  Nature  ftarts  and  fliivers  at  the  Sight, 

And  the  lick  Earth  refufes  to  imbibe 

The  kindred  Gore  that  on  her  Surface  flows. 

The  Fields,  untillag'd,  yield  their  Fruits  no  more  ; 

But  o'er  his  Plough  the  famifh'd  Hind  expires. 

0  horrid  Scene ! My  languid  Spirits  faint, 

And  this  fad  Heart  bleeds  from  its  inmoft  Cell. 
Might  E^tt'/'s  Death  my  People's  Peace  reftore, 
This  willing  Head  mould  bend  beneath  their  Rage, 
And  meet  with  Pleafure  the  decifive  Blow. 

ELEONORA. 

And  are  you  conquer'd  ?— AVill  you  tamely  yield  ? 
But  know,  fond  Prince,   'tis  not  thy  Death  alone : 
Not  That  their  impious  Fury  will  appeafe. 
Me  they  abhor  :  And  let  them  hate  me  ftill ; 

1  neither  afk  their  Mercy,  nor  their  Love. 
But,  O  !  my  Elgiva,  my  tender  Child  ! 
That  faireft  Bloffom  of  my  wither'd  Age  1 

Q  s  TUe 
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The  gath'ring  Tempeft  hovers  round  her  Head, 
And  Rage  and  Luft  bring  on  the  horrid  Storm. 
Ah,  Edwi,  fay,  how  wilt  thou  bear  the  Sight, 
When  they  {hall  drag   her  fhrieking  from  thy 

Arms, 
While  thou  with  fruitlefs  Rage  {halt  fpurn  the 

Ground, 

And  call  on  Death  and  E/giva  in  vain  ? 
She  fhall  be  led  in  ignominious  Chains, 
To  ferve  the  Pleafures  of  the  Viftor  Foe. 
Think— Think  on  this — . 

ED  w  i. 

I  do — O  Eleonoraf 

O,  thou  hafl  ftabb'd  me  to  the  inmoft  Soul : 
Shall  that  foft  Dove,  {hall  Elgtva  be  torn, 
From  thefe  fond  Arms,  that  grafp  their  Hold  in 

vain  ? 

Shall  {he  be  led  through  unrelenting  Crouds 
(  Whofe  brutal  Souls  Companion  never  knew ) 
To  the  proud  Tent  of  an  ufurping  Foe, 
There  left  to  weep,  and  ftrike  her  throbbing  Breaft, 
To  call  on  Edwiy  but  to  call  in  vain  ? 
He,  in  fome  diftant  Dungeon  ftrongly  pent, 
Shall  mourn  for  her,  and  with  convulfive  Pangs 

Strain 
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Strain  the  black  Sinews  of  his  fliackled  Arms, 
And  wafli  the  Ground  with  unavailing  Tears. 
Shall  it  be  thus  ? — Ah,  no  !  Methinks  I  feel 
The  Lion  roufe  within  my  glowing  Breaft : 
Ere  this  fhall  be,  let  Edwi  prefs  the  Field, 
All  grim  in  Duft,  and  purpled  o'er  with  Wounds* 

The  Sun  grows  high I'll  to  each  loyal  Tent, 

And  roufe  my  Troops  to  the  decifive  Blow  : 
This  Sword  (hall  know  its  lazy  Sheath  no  more  j 
No  more  mall  reft,  till  I  or  Trealbn  fall. 

[  Exit  Edwi. 

ELEONORA. 

Thus  have  I  wrought  his  Temper  to  my  Will : 
Thanks  to  my  Genius,  and  fuccefsful  Ai  ts : 
His  quiet  Spirit  ne'er  was  made  for  War; 
But  mighty  Love  can  warm  his  frozen  Blood, 
And  wake  the  Lamb  to  more  than  Tyger  Rage. 

He  doats  on  E/giva: On  that  depend?, 

On  that  nice  Point,  her  Safety,  and  my  own. 
My  Father  ne'er  obey'd  thofe  froward  Priefts  j 
For  which  they  vow'd  Revenge  to  him  and  his, 
Through  the  long  Record  of  fucceeding  Time. 
Then  what  have  I  to  hope  from  Peace  ?— 'Tis  War ! 
War,  crown'd  with  Victory,  muft  be  my  Aim, 

And 
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And  the  hard  Talk  to  warm  this  gentle  Prince, 
To  fhake  off  Pity  from  his  mrinking  Soul, 
And  pufh  him  on  to  Laurels,  or  Oblivion. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  the  Enemy  s  Camp. 

ODOFF   and  DUSTERANDUS. 

O  D  o  F  F. 


/~\UR  MefTengers  are  juft  return'd,  and  bring 
A  haughty  Meffage  from    the  headftrong 

Prince  : 

That  blinded  Boy  returns  our  proffer  'd  Peace 
With  fcornful  Air,  and  infolent  Reply  : 
But  ere  the  Sun  mall  drive  his  weary  Wheels 
Down  the  bright  Slope  of  yon  defcending  Sky  ; 
Or  I'm  miftaken,  or  the  lofty  Youth 
His  Morning  Arrogance  mail  dearly  buy. 

• 
DUSTERANDUS. 

The  Fortune  of  the  Day  be  ours.  -  Then, 
O  then,  my  Odojf,  —  fay;  beats  not  thy  Heart 
At  Thought  of  fomething  dearer  than  Ambition  ? 
Or  I  am  poorly  read  in  Love's  foft  Page  ; 

•'Or 
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Or  elfe  thofe  Eyes  betray  the  lambent  Fire, 
When  they  are  cail  on  Elgiva  the  Fair. 

O  D  O  F  F. 

Yes,  Dujlerandus,  yes,  I  will  confefs, 
That  thofe  bright  Eyes  have  gain'd  upon  my  Heart; 
So  far  have  gain'd,  that  to  obtain  thePrize, 
I'd  wade  thro'  Seas  of  reeking  Blood,  and  make 
Such  horrid  Devaftation,  that  the  Sun 
Should  flart  to  look  on  : — Yet  this  roving  Soul 
Not  long  fhall  wear  her  Chain  :  —I  would  but  tafte 
Her  Charms ; — Then  caft  her  off  for  fome  thing 
new. 

DuSTERANDUS. 

That's  well,  my  Friend,  and  like  a  Soldier  fpoke ! 
Jufl  fo  the  beauteous  Emm  el  I  adore  -t 
Emmet,  whofe  Cheeks  are  like  the  opening  Rofe, 
Ere  the  bright  Sun  has  warm'd  its  dewy  Leaves. 
Give  me  to  mare  the  Morning  of  her  Charms, 
When  thofe  are  flown,  like  other  rufty  Spoils 
I'd  caft  her  by,  and  throw  her  to  my  Slaves. 

O  D  o  F  F. 

The  rev'rend  Fathers  have  begun  this  War : 

Thanks 
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Thanks  to  their  Zeal  that  furnifh'd  us  with  Means, 
Under  the  Shew  of  public  Good,  to  ferve 

Love  and  Ambition. That's  a  Soldier's  Pay ; 

And  the  grave  Dotards  fhall  be  taught,  that  we 
Arc  not  put  off  with  fcanty  Recompence : 
Wealth,  and  Dominion,  Etgiva,  and  Emmd, 
They  are   the  Sounds  that   charm  my  glowing 

Breaft  5 

Nor  let  them  fanfy  thefe  afpiring  Swords, 
That  dare  to  hurl  young  Edwi  from  his  Throne, 
Shall  creep  into  their  Scabbards,  at  the  Frown 
Of  fable-vefted  Priefts,  and  bald-pate  Friers. 

DUSTERANDUS. 

That's  right,  my  Friend  !  O  !  let  me  clafp  thee  here, 
Thus,  to  my  Breaft,  and  join  our  faithful  Hands; 
And  vow  to  ferve  no  Deities,  but  Love ; 
Love  and  Ambition,  Int'reft  and  Revenge. 
A  Warrior's  Soul  (hould  like  his  Limbs  be  rram'd, 
Robuft  and  hard,  nor  quickly  made  to  feel ; 
Of  Brafs  his  Forehead,  and  his  Heart  of  Steel. 

[  Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  the  Royal  "Tent. 


EDWI  and  ELGIV  A. 
E  DW  i. 


T  OOK   up,  my  Love,    and   flay  thofe  lucid 

Streams  : 

Look  up,  and  chear  thy  Huiband  with  a  Smile  : 
Not  all  the  Horrors  we  mufl  foon  behold, 
Of  bleeding  Armies,  and  expiring  Troops, 
Can  wound  my  Soul  like  thofe  fair  flreaming  Eyes. 
Yet  Edwi  lives  !  Then  wherefore  dofl  thou  mourn  ? 
O!  flay  thy  Tears,  till  fome  more  potent  Caufe 
(Perhaps)  (hall  force  them  from  thy  melting  Eye. 

ELGIVA. 

What  greater  Caufe  .'—Already  I  behold, 
Already  view  thee  proflrate  on  the  Dull 
Breathlefs  and  pale,  and  fcarr'd  with  purple 

Wounds. 

Diflradion  !—  Where,  then,  whither  (hall  I  flee  ? 
In  what  black  Dungeon  hide  this  curfed  Head  ? 
This  Head,  (he  Caufe  of  royal  Edm?*  Woe  ! 
My  Fathers,  and  the  froward  Clergy  liv'd 
At  Enmity  ;  and  dill  their  Hate  defcends 

On 
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On  guiltlefs  Me,  who  never  wifh'd  them  Wrong. 
But  fay,  ye  Powers,  whofe  Foreknowlege  fees 
Our  Torments  in  the  Embryo  of  Fate, 
Why  did  you  not  in  Mercy  fweep  me  off, 
And  let  me  perifh,  while  a  thoughtlefs  Babe  ? 
Then  had  thefe  Lips  been  Strangers  to  Complaint, 
But  calmly  clos'd,  and  gave  a  parting  Smile. 

E  DW  i. 

Be  calm,  thou  deareft  Partner  of  my  Soul, 
And  let  us  not  expoftulate  with  Heav'n  ; 
That  Heav'n  which  Jftill  can  blefs  thy  happier  Days, 
And  make  them  chearful  as  a  Morning  Sun  : 
Thy  Edwi  yet  may  'fcape  the  furious  Bands ; 
May  live  to  fee  this  troubled  Land  in  Peace, 
And  at  thy  Feet  the  fmiling  Olive  lay. 

EL  G  iv  A. 

O  !  truft  not  to  the  Chance  of  doubtful  War  ; 
But  make  thy  Peace  with  yon  afpiring  Priefts, 
Ere  their  proud  Banners  dare  thee  to  the  Field  : 
Think  not  of  me: — Tho'  banifli'd  from  thy  Arms, 
In  fome  lone  Ifland,  where  no  human  Foot 
E'er  prefs'd  the  Shore,  or  mark'd  the  hollow  Sand, 
Without  repining  I  could  fpend  my  Days, 

i  So 


Second   PLAY.  237 

So  thefe  glad  Ears  might  hear  the  joyful  Tale, 
How  undifturb'd  my  Edwi  wore  the  Crown, 
And  wifer  Albion  blefs'd  his  gentle  Reign. 

ED\VI. 

O,  Elgiva!  art  thou  fo  little  known 
In  Edwi's  Soul,  to  think  that  he  would  buy 
Crowns  and  Dominions,  with  the  Lofs  of  thee  ? 
(  Unjuft  Sufpicion  !  )  — No,  thofe  lovely  Eyes 
Shall  fee  this  Arm  fuftain  the  horrid  Shock 
Of  black  Rebellion,  and  ward  off  the  Blow 
From  thy  lov'd  Head,  or  perifh  in  the  Caufe. 
Not  all  the  Torments  Nero's  Rage  could  find, 
( Improv'd  by  fome  inventive  Tyrant's  Brain  ) 
Should  tear  thy  Image  from  this  loyal  Heart, 
Or  make  it  waver  in  its  Truft  to  thee. 
Come  then  ;  O  come !  and  on  this  faithful  Breaft 
Pour  out  thy  Sorrows,  and  divide  thy  Cares. 

Enter  O  s  w  i  N  and  E  M  M  E  L. 

Os  W  IN. 

Hafte,  royal  Edivi !  for  thy  honed  Troops 
Are  plac'd  in  Form  on  the  decifive  Ground : 
The  vaunting  Foes  are  pouring  from  their  Tents, 
And  thick  as  Locufts  darken  all  the  Field : 

Our 
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Our  daring  Soldiers  only  wait  for  thee, 
To  lead  them  on,  to  Glory,  or  the  Grave. 

E  D  \v  i. 

1  come,  my  Ofwin  !  — ( Thou  for  ever  dear ! ) 
I  fly  this  Inftant  to  the  loyal  few, 
Who  dare  be  honeft,  and  defend  their  King. 
But,  O  ye  Gods !  Muft  each  fuccefsful  Dart, 
Each  guilty  Lance,  be  ftain'd  with  Britijh  Blood, 
Whofe  gafping  Sons  fhall  prefs  the  purpled  Ground ! 
That  Thought  flrikes  Horror  to  my  bleeding  Soul. 
No  more  on't  for  the  prefent. — -Now,  farewel! 
Farewel,  my  Queen.  Ah  !  ftop  that  gufhing  Tide. 
Nor  fright  thy  Spirit  with  imagin'd  Ills : 
Thofe  Pow'rs  that  wait  on  Innocence,  like  thine, 
Will  for  Thy  lake  preferve  thy  E</<zw"s  Life, 
And  give  him  back  to  thy  expedting  Arms. 

E  L  G  I  V  A. 

O  !  for  the  Conflancy  of  Cafe's  Daughter  ! 

Now,   Elgiw,  iuftain  the  deadly  Shock. 

Ah!  Wretch,  thou'rt  loft:  —Loft  on  the  ftormy 

Seaj 

And  who  will  bring  thee  to  the  friendly  Shore  ? 

[  Faints. 

ED  wi. 
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ED  w  i. 

O,  Heavens ! —  But  (he  wakes :  — >  My  Queen  \ 

My  Level 

O  gentle  Emmfl!  take  her  to  thy  Care : 
Preft  to  thy  Bofom,  lull  her  into  PeaceK 
And  try  to  footh  the  Anguifli  of  her  Soul. 
Ye  Guardian  Angels,  round  her  Curtains  wait ; 
Wrapt  in  celeftial  Vifions  let  her  reft, 
Loft  to  her  Griefs;  and  (lumber  out  the  Day, 

[Exeunt  Edwi,  Emmel,  and  Elgiva, 

Manet  O  s  w  i  N. 

Is  Emmel  gone ;  and  not  One  Farewel  Sigh  ? 
But  Sorrow  reigns  without  Diftinction  here  : 
Each  faithful  Bread  is  full  with  Edivi's  Wrongs, 
And  mean  Self-Jntereft  can  find  no  Room. 
But  fhe  returns,  fair  as  the  Morning  Ray. 

\JLnter  Emmel. 

O  thou,  too  dear  !  fay,  lhall  thy  Ofwin  go 
To  Death's  grim  Mart,  unblefs'd,  without  a  Smile  ? 

EM  MEL. 

Talk'ft  thou  of  Smiles,  where   gloomy  Terrors 
reign 

O'er 
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O'er  the  dull  Roofs,  and  threaten  us  with  Ruin  ? 
On  yonder  Couch  behold  the  Royal  Fair 
Trembling  and  pale,  with  Lips  as  Winter  cold  ; 
And  languid  Eyes  that  pour  inceffant  Show'rs : 
Her  Spirit  feems  full  of  prefaging  Horrors. 
Juft  no\v  {he  ftrove  to  clofe  her  weary  Lids* 
Then,  ftarting,  cry'd,  O!  Ofwin,  favemyKing! 
And,  groaning,  fell,  and  grovel'd  on  her  Pillow. 

O  S  W  I  N. 

Ah !  wretched  Pair,  whofe  Lives  are,  in  their  Dawn, 
O'ercaft  with  Clouds  of  Mifery  and  Tears ! 
But  I  muil  fly  to  head  the  martial  Bands 
Who  flill  are  faithful  to  my  Edwi's  Caufe. 
Adieu,  thou  Fair  one;  thou  whofe  firmer  Soul 
Bears  calmly  up  amidft  the  growing  Storm ; 
In  whofe  bright  Frame  united  we  behold 
Thy  Mother's  Prudence,  and  thy  Sifter's  Charms: 
But  if  this  Day  'tis  Ofwin's  Lot  to  fall  j 
If  he  muft  view  thofe  dazling  Eyes  no  more ; 
Grant  me  One  Sigh  ( I  afk  but  One )  to  pleafe 
My  fhiv'ring  Ghoft,  and  chear  the  Paths  of  Death. 

[  Exit  Ofwin. 

EM  MEL. 
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EM  MEL. 

Adieu  !  —  One  Sigh  !  —  No,  One  will  not  fufficc  : 
I  have  not  gain'd  fuch  Conqueft  o'er  myfelf. 
Spite  of  the  Calm  that  dwells  upon  my  Brow, 
V/ithin  this  Breaft  the  fmother'd  Tempeft  rolls  : 
Philofophy  but  wanders  round  the  Verge  : 
This  filly  .Heart  ftill  wears  the  Stamp  of  Woman. 
And  when  to  Heaven  I  direct  my  Vows, 
For  my  fad  Sifter,  and  her  Royal  Spoufe, 
For  Edwi's  Safety,  and  this  Land,  I  pray; 
Yet  then  my  Lips  this  glowing  Heart  betray; 
And  while  I  prefs  each  Guardian  of  the  Sky, 
O,  fave  my  Ofwin  !  (  unawares  )  I  cry. 


^  ^.       ACT  II. 

SCENE    the  Tent. 
EMMEL  and  ELGIVA. 

EMMEL. 

MY   Royal  Sifter,  flay  they  Tears  a  while, 
And  ftop  the  Torrent  of  this  fruitlefs  Woe. 
You  catch  the  Rod  of  Heaven,  ere  it  falls, 

R  And 
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And  heap  dark  Mountains  of  prophetic  Ills : 
Bat  let  us  not  foreftal  the  Hand  of  Fate : 
Let  chearful  Hope  delude  the  prefent  Hour, 
Our  Lives  will  yet  be  long  enough  for  Woe. 

ELGIVA.    , 

O  gentle  Emmel!  Thou,  whofe  quiet  Breaft 
NoPamon  tears,  but  Reafon  keeps  her  Throue; 
Nor  dreads  Rebellion  from  her  fubject  Pow'rs : 
Thy  prudent  Thoughts  enjoy  perpetual  Calm, 
Still  as  the  Ev'ning  of  a  Summer's  Day. 
Not  fo  this  Bofom ! — That  unguarded  Fort 
Is  hourly  ravag'd  by  contending  Foes ; 
Cold  Fear?,  and  wafting  Sorrows,  melt  me  down, 
Till  Life's  warm  Current  ftagnates  in  my  Veins. 

EMMEL. 

Thefe  gloomy  Evils  gather  Strength,  while  you 
Indulge  the  native  Softnefs  of  your  Soul : 
A  Woman's  Heart,  fo  aptly  fram'd  for  Woe, 
Has  much  more  Need  of  Fortitude,  than  Man's. 
We  want  the  Art  to  gild  a  Pamon  o'er 
With  fraudful  Smiles,  or  hide  it  with  another: 
Our  ready  Organs  all  betray  their  Truft ; 

2  Our 
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Our  Eyes,  our  Tongues,  confefs  the  ruling  Storm, 
Or  whether  it  be  Sorrow,  Rage,  or  Love. 

ELGI  VA. 

In  vain,  my  Sifter,  yes,  in  vain,  you  try 
To  footh  the  Griefs  of  this  diftrafted  Bread : 
Not  Reafon  there,  but  Edwi's  Image  rules. 
I  fee  him  now  in  Duft  and  Blood  involv'd, 
Opprefs'd    with  Numbers,    and    with    fmarting 

Wounds : 

See  the  Rofe  tremble  in  his  fading  Cheek, 
While  down  his  Temples  rolls  a  fainting  Dew  : 
Then  yelling  Crouds  {hall  rufh  like  Tygers  on, 
And  tread  him  down — My  Edivi  ! — O !  my  Heart! 
AhEmmel!  fave  me;  hide  me  from  myfelf ; 
From  my  own  Thoughts,   and  from  the  Light, 

for  ever. 

EM  MEL. 

A  Moment's  Patience! — Yet  yourEdwi  lives, 
And  yet  may  live  for  long  fucceeding  Years. 
When  the  dark  Minute  (hall  come  on  to  clofe 
His  Life,  and  lay  him  with  his  Parents  low, 
'Twill  then  be  foon  enough  (believe  me  'twill) 
To  figh,  and  warn  your  widow'd  Veil  with  Tears : 
R  2  But 
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But  now  to  Reft  devote  the  prefent  Hour, 
And  try  to  lofe  the  Terrors  of  this  Day. 

ELGIV  A. 

0  gracious  Heav'n  !  if  e'er  thou  heard'ft  the  Cry 
Of  a  wrong'd  Orphan,  or  a  widow'd  Wife; 
Hear  me ;  — me  Wretched,  as  the  laft  of  thofe  ! 
And  fpare  my  King,  or  fvveep  us  off  together. 

1  afk — (Ye  Saints,  be  Witnefs  to  my  Pray'r) 
For  him  to  live,  or  with  him  greatly  die. 

[  Exeunt. 

SCENE   the  Second. 

ELEONORA. 

A  Mbition ! — O  what  Cares  have  I  gone  through, 
To  ferve  thy  End ! — And  more  are  yet  to  come. 
Not  long  it  is  fince  with  my  Daughter's  Charms 
I  won  the  Friendship  of  this  lucklefs  Prince  : 
But  this  Alliance  anfwers  not  its  End : 
His  Throne  already  from  its  Bottom  makes, 
And  with  the  pond'rous  Ruin  we  muft  fall, 
If  fome  Expedient  be  not  quickly  found. 
The  Traitor  Barons  are  of  Beauty  fond ; 

Hah! 
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Hah !  there's  a  Hint :  —  My  Girls  are  young  and 

fair, 

And,  as  I'm  told,  are  by  the  Gen'rals  lov'd. 
It  (hall  be  To  : — But  why  comes  not  Leander  ? 
I  fent  him  oat,  to  fpy  the  Field  of  Death, 
And  fee  which  Way  Succefs  would  move  her  Wing. 
He  comes. 111  Tidings  by  that  mournful  Brow. 

LEANDER. 

Ah,  noble  Lady!  Pleas'd  with  your  Commands, 
I  took  th'  Advantage  of  a  neighb'ring  Hill, 
Whofe  Top  commanded  the  deftruclive  Field : 
There  my  fad  Eyes  beheld  the  hated  Sight 
Of  kindred  Arms  againft  each  other  rais'd, 
And  bleeding  Britons  proftrate  on  the  Duft  : 
Strong  was  the  Conteft,  horrible  the  Fray, 
And  (hifting  Conqueft  often  mov'd  her  Wing : 
At  length  the  Royal  Troops  began  to  faint, 
^nd  the  flum'd  Rebels  vifibly  prevail'd. 
Three  times   young   Rdwi   from   his  Steed  was 

hurl'd, 

And  thrice  he  rallied  on  the  vaunting  Foe  : 
I  faw  no  more ;  but  turn'd  my  Eyes  away, 
And  hailed  hither  with  the  mournful  Tale. 

R  2  ELEO- 
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ELEONOR  A. 

Enough — Leander,    leave  me  to  myfelf. 

[Exit  Leand. 

Now,  Eleonora,  What  is  to  be  done  ? 
Hafte,  fome  inventive  Genius,  to  my  Aid  ! 
I'll  write  to  Odoff  in  fubmiffive  Terms, 
And  vow  this  Night  to  quit  young  Edivi's  Camp, 
And  give  my  lovely  Daughters  to  their  Arms. 
Twill  do ; — and  Eleonora  ftill  (hall  live 
In  Splendor, — fafe  beneath  the  Vigor's  Smile. 
But  now  my  Daughters,  with  their  puny  Virtues, 
In  them  the  harden  of  my  Tafk  remains. 
I'll  truft  'em  not,  but  ferpentizing  Fraud 
Shall  from  our  Guards  the  Simple  ones  allure: 
Then  they  are  fafe  j  and  let  'em  rage  in  vain. 
'Tis  not  their  Anger  I  have  Caufe  to  fear : 
And  mould  they  curfc  me,  'twill  be  loft  in  Air. 
It  is  refolv'd  $  and  now  for  the  Event. 

[Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  the  Field. 
ODOFF.     DUSTERANDUS. 

O  D  o  F  F. 

H  U  S  far  we've  conquer'd  ;  made  the  ftub- 

born  Foe 

Recoil,  and  leave  us  Matters  of  the  Field. 
Who  would  have  thought  the  Royal  Stripling  bore 
Such  wondrous  Mettle  in  his  (lender  Frame  ? 
The  Victory  is  not  fo  cheaply  won 
As  I  could  wifti  ;  —  But  let  it  reft  a  while  : 
I  trull  the  fainting  Troops,  that  yet  remain, 
Shall  not  behold  To-morrow's  Ev'ning  Sun. 

DUSTERANDUS. 

Our  rev'rend  Prelates  take  a  fpeedy  Way 
To  win  their  Converts  ;  not  with  flow-pac'd  Reafon, 
But  the  fhrill  Trumpet,  and  the  fhining  Spear. 
Then  who  would  to  a  fleepy  Audience  preach, 
When  fuch  keen  Rhetoric  as  this,  brings  o'er 
Five  thoufand  Profelytes  in  one  ihort  Day  ? 


ODOFF. 

I  like  their  Method,  as  it  ferves  our  End, 
R4 
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We  Soldiers  cannot  live  by  canting  Morals: 
'Tis  Pay  and  Plunder  is  the  Text  for  us. 
So  let  'em  fquabble  with  fucceeding  Kings: 
Be  theirs  the  Pride,  the  Profit  (hall  be  ours. 

DUSTERANDUS. 

. 

Well  faid,  my  Friend  j — and  let  religious  Fools 
Stand  humming  o'er  aCaufe : — We  know  'tis  good, 
Provided  it  can  mew  the  Stamp  of  Gold  5 
Gold  that  can  heal  a  formidable  Breach, 
Or  break  a  Flaw  in  the  moft  facred  Bond. 

Enter  a  Soldier. 

Soldier. 
My  Lord — A  Letter  from  King  Edwi's  Camp. 

O  D  O  F  F. 

Hah!  A  Letter  !  Would  the  Varlet  treat  ? 

It  comes  too  late. Let's  fee't. 

[Reads. 

My  Lord — Knowlege  of  your  Virtue — 
Valour — Pity — Love  to  BIgiva — 
Midnight — Edivi's  Camp— Clemency— 
Royal  Guards — Diftrefs'd Eleonora. 


O  D  O  F  F. 
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O  D  O  F  F. 

'Tis  well ! Retire.  [  Exit  Sold. 

Come  here,  my  Dufterandus :  Here,  my  Boy. 
Who  would  not  be  a  Soldier  ! — See,  proud  Fortune, 
That  flies  indignant  from  her  Slaves  of  Merit, 
Creeps  like  a  Spaniel  fawning  to  our  Knees. 
Behold  thefe  Lines !  They're  fign'd  by  Eleonorq  -, 
Who  vows  to  bring  her  lovely  Daughters  forth, 
Through  the  King's  Guards,  and  meet   us  in  th« 

Field, 
And  give  thofe  Beauties  to  our  happy  Arms ! 

DUSTERANDUS. 

Surprising  this  !— 'Twere  beft  to  go  attended  $ 
Nor  truft  too  firmly  on  the  fraudful  Lines. 
Is  Nature  banim'd  from  her  impious  Heart, 
That  me  can  fell  her  Children  to  die  Foe, 
As  the  rich  Price  of  that  unworthy  Head  ? 

O  D  Q  F  F. 

She  dares  not  now  diflemble  ;  for  her  Life, 
She  knows,  will  quickly  be  at  my  Difpofal. 
'Tis  Fear  has  made  her  fly  for  Shelter  here  : 

And 
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And  what's  her  Crime  to  us  ?— The  Joy  be  ours : 
The  Punifhment  be  hers. — The  Bawd  (hall  perifh 
As  foon  as  we've  fecur'd  each  blooming  Fair : 
We  have  no  room  for  greafy  Matrons  here. 

DUSTERANDUS. 

'Tis  right,  my  Oracle  ! — O  blefs  this  Night  ! 
This  Night  the  haughty  Emmel  mall  be  mine  ! 
Not  Cafar  I  could  envy,  bleft  with  her, 
As  thou  with  Elgiva's  more  gentle  Charms  ! 

0  how  'twou'd  pleafe  my  Pride  to  clafp  her  here 
To  this  glad  Breaft! — While  Horror,  Rage,  and 

Grief, 

Shall  reign  alternate  in  her  glowing  Eyes ! 
WhiJft  raving,  weeping,  ftruggling,  in  my  Arms, 

1  gaze  with  Rapture  on  her  vary'd  Charms. 

[  Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE  the  Tent. 
ELEONORA  and  an  Officer. 

ELEONORA. 
fay  Ring  Edwi  fleeps  i'th'  Field  To-night. 

OFF  i  c  ER. 

He  does,  encircled  by  his  faithful  Troops, 
Who  vow  to  lavifh  their  remaining  Blood 
For  his  lov'd  Perfon,  and  his  rightful  Crown. 

ELEONORA. 

Take  back  our  beft  of  Wifhes  to  the  King : 
I'll  bear  your  Meffage  to  the  Royal  Ear. 
This  Errand  fuits  my  purpofe  to  an  Hair  : 

[  Exit  Officer. 
And  the  King's  Abfence. — But  behold  his  Spoufe. 

[  Enter  Elgiva. 

Look  up,  my  Child  ;  thy  much-lov*d  Edwi  lives, 
And  fends  fair  Greeting  to  his  gentle  Bride. 

EL  G  iv  A. 

Does  Edwi  live  ?  O  let  me  hear  once  more 
That  Sound !  More  foft  than  Mufic  to  my  Soul ! 

But 
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But  why  returns  he  not  to  blefs  thefe  Eyes  r 
Thefe  Eyes,  whofe  only  Bufmefs  is  to  weep, 
And  find  no  Refpite  till  they're  bent  on  him. 

E  I,  E  O  N  O  R  A. 

To-night  he  ileeps  amidft  his  circling  Troops, 
On  the  cold  Ground  -}  nor  to  the  Tent  returns. 

E  L  G  I  V  A. 

Unhappy  King !  In  a  dark  Moment  born  ! 

What  fullen  Star  prelided  at  our  Births, 

And  ftamp'd  us  wretched  with  the  Mark  of  Fate  ? 

Shall  thofe  foft  Limbs,  unus'd  to  rugged  War, 

Prefs  the  cold  Earth,  and  clafp  the  ruthlefs  Stones  ? 

Is  this  the  Badge  of  Royalty  and  Pow'r  ? 

The  fad  Diftin&ion  of  a  fceptred  Wretch  ? 

In  fome  lone  Village  better  ha4  we  liv'd, 

The  happy  Children  of  two  neighb'ring  Swains  : 

There'  our  flill  Lives  had  fmoothly  pafs'd  away, 

Alike  unknown  to  Flattery  or  Woe  j 

Our  mournful  Story  had  not  then  been  told, 

Nor  pitying  Eye  fhou'd  melt  at  Edwi's  Name  ; 

But  we,  not  fingled  from  the  common  Herd, 

Liv'd  calmly  bleft,  and  happily  obfcure. 

ELEO- 
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ELEONOR  A. 

It  grieves  me,  E/giva,  to  hear  thee  mourn ; 
And  more,  that  Edwi  comes  not  to  his  Tent. 
To-morrow  will  renew  the  Face  of  War  : 
If  then  — 

EL  G  iv  A. 

Why  will  you  rack  me  with  a  horrid  If  ? 

I  know  thefe  Eyes  mall  ne'er  behold  him  more. 

I  fee,  already  fee,   my  Edwi  flain  ! . 

Nor  mall  we  meet  to  figh  a  kind  Farewel. 

ELEONOR  A. 

Weep  not,    my  Child  5    thou  (halt  behold  the 

King: 

Myfelf  will  lead  thee  to  the  martial  Field  : 
One  of  our  Guards  fhall  lead  us  to  the  Place, 
Where  Edwi  refts  amidft  his  loyal  Friends : 
We'll  take  no  more  than   one -No  pompous 

Train  ; 
Left  haply  we  alarm  the  diftant  Foe. 

ELGIVA. 

And  will  you  tempt  the  Dangers  of  the  Night, 

To 
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To  pleafe  your  Child,    and    footh    her    frantic 


Grief? 


ELEONORA. 


With  thee  o'er  Waves  and  horrid  Rocks  I'd  go, 
To  flop  thofe  Tears,  and  fet  thy  Heart  at  Eafe. 
Come  then  to  Reft,  till  Midnight's  fable  Wing 
Has  wrapt  the  World  in  Silence  and  Repofe. 

[  Exeunt. 

SCENE  the  Field. 

E  D  W  I.        O  S  W  I  N. 
E  D  W  I. 

TV/TETHINKS    the   Sun,    with   more   than 

ufual  Hafte, 

Has  drove  his  Chariot  down  yon  ./Ether  Steep, 
As  tho'  his  blazing  Eye  abhorr'd  to  view 

This  Field  of  Blood Offended  at  the  Rage, 

And  impious  Folly,  of  unthinking  Man  j 
Of  Man,  to  whom  a  reas'ning  Soul  was  giv'n  j 
Fram'd  for  Benevolence  and  friendly  Pity, 
And  all  the  Virtues  of  celeftial  Mould. 
Yet  this  bleft  Creature,  whom  the  Pow'rs  aflign'd 

Not 
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Not  more  to  rule  than  harmonize  the  reft, 
Throws  down  his  grand  Commiffion — fond  to  join 
The  favage  Herd,  and  feaft  on  purple  Gore. 

O  SWIN. 

Ah  Prince  !  thy  gentle  Spirit  ne'er  was  form'd 
For  waftful  Rapine,  and  for  clam'rous  War : 
Thy  fhrinking  Arm  would  let  the  Poniard  fall, 
Ere  it  could  reach  the  Breaft  of  trembling  Age  : 
Thy  Heart  would  foften  at  an  Infant's  Smile, 
And  weeping  Orphans  find  Companion  there  : 
Such   Souls   as    thine   were  form'd    for   happier 

Worlds, 

Where  Virtue  finds  her  long-ex  peeled  Pay  -, 
Where  Peace  reigns  happy  in  eternal  Smiles  j 
Nor  Guilt,  nor  Sorrow,  taints  the  blifsful  Shore. 

E  DW  I. 

To  thofe  bleft  Regions  let  me  quickly  fly  -, 
For  thefe  fick  Eyes  abhor  the  Face  of  Light, 
And  dread  the  Beams  of  next  returning  Sun  : 
That  Sun,  whofe  dawning  Luftre  mall  difplay 
The  horrid  Scene,  which  now  all-friendly  Night, 
Beneath  her  fhaded  Mantle,  kindly  veils. 

Can 
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Can  I,  O  Qfwin  !  can  I  bear  the  Sight 
Of  Thoufands,  who  but  Yefter-morn  were  gay  ; 
All  frefh  and  chearful  as  the  blooming  Spring  ; 
Now  proftrate  lain,  and  welt'ring  in  the  Dufl  ? 

Some  fix'd  by  Death The  vital  Flame  extinct  ; 

And  fome  yet  ftruggling  with  convulfive  Pangs  ? 
There  bleeding  Merit  undiftinguifh'd  lies> 
And  mighty  Barons  mingled  with  their  Slaves. 
Is  this  (ye  Pow'rs)  the  Price  of  Albioris  Crown  ? 
Muft  the  Foundation  of  my  making  Throne 
Be  fix'd  on  Horrors  cemented  with  Blood, 
Like  the  grim  Palace  of  fome  fabled  King, 
Whofe  favage  Maw  was  fed  with  human  Food  ? 

O  S  W  IN. 

In  vain  your  tender  fympathizing  Heart 
Bleeds  with  Compaflion  for  a  thanklefs  Crew : 
But  now,  my  Prince,  lay  by  thefe  ufelefs  Morals, 
Nor  longer  thus  refine  upon  your  Woe  : 
Let  Prudence  only  claim  the  prefent  Hour, 
And  that  invites  you  to  a  mort  Repofe. 

E  D  w  i. 

And  {hall  I  fleep  on  this  important  Night  ? 
This  dreadful  Night,  when  the  portentous  Sky 

Seems 
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Seems   big   with  Terrors,   and    each    threat'ning 

Cloud 

From  its  hot  Entrails  breathes  fulphureous  Flames; 
The  hoarfe-tongu'd  Raven,  and  mrill-fcreaming 

Owls, 

Rend  the  Black  Foreft  with  difcordant  Cries: 
The  wakeful  Herds  from  diftant  Paftures  lowej 
And  Nature  feems  to  reft  no  more  than  me. 

O  S  W  I  1ST. 

You  caft  Imagination  on  the  Rack ; 

You  form  dark  Vifions,  and  torment  your  Breaft 

With  fancy 'd  Evils,  and  prophetic  Fears: 

But  thou  (whofe Virtues  claim  the  Care  of  Heaven) 

Rid  thy  prefs'd  Soul  of  this  ill-boding  Gloom, 

Our  Caufe  demands  Protection  from  the  Sky  ; 

And  thefe  glad  Eyes  fhall  fee  the  happier  Day, 

When  Edivi,  feated  on  his  ftedfaft  Throne,      ** 

Shall  guide  the  Reins  of  unmolefted  Power ; 

While  the  pleas'd  Nations  round  his  Palace  throng, 

To  court  his  Friendfhip,  and  partake  his  Smiles. 

E  D  w  i. 

O  thou,  more  precious  to  my  Soul  than  Crowns ! 
Cheat  not  my  Fancy  with  thefe  pictur'd  Joys : 
VOL,  II.  S  My 
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My  Soul  already  loaths  a  Monarch's  Name. 
Curfe  on  the  pageant  Title  that  involve?, 
This  glowing  Bread  in  never- ceafing  Care  -, 
That  deals  their  Slumbers  from  my  weary  Eyes,. 
And  bids  me  fland  as  a  diftinguifh'd  Wretch, 
Superior  only  in  my  Weight  of  Woe  ! 

Then  hear  and  pity  : — Hear  thy  Servant's  Pray'r, 
Thou  mighty  Being,  whom  alone  I  fear; 
Whofe  Laws  I  honour,  and  whofe  Name  adore; 
O !  fave  my  People,  and  their  Peace  re  (lore : 
But  if  their  Peace  this  forfeit  Head  muft  buy, 
Be  England  blefs'd,  and  let  its  Monarch  die: 
To  Death's  pale  Gloom  a  willing  Shade  I'll  go, 
Smile  at  each  Pang,  and  blefs  the  fatal  Blow. 

f  Exeunt. 

L 
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ACT    III. 

SCENE   the  Field. 
ELEONORA,  ELGIVA,  and  EMME  L. 

E  L  G  i  v  A. 

S  this  the  Path  that  to  my  Edwi  leads  ? 
Methinks  'tis  pav'd  with  Horrors :  —  O !  my 

Heart  ! 

It  faints  and  flutters  with  unufual  Fears: 
Why  did  we  venture  from  the  guarded  Tents, 
Thus  unattended,  through  the  dreadful  Gloom  ? 
Hah!  See,  my  Sifter !  Did  you  fee  that  Star  ? 
Along  the  Sky  it  drew  a  crimfon  Train ; 
Then  ftopp'd,   and  ihone  with  more  than  ufual 

Brightnefsj 
Sparkled  awhile,  and  vanifh'd  in  a  Blaze. 

ELEONORA. 
Come  on,   thou  flow-pac'd  Coward! — mind  thy 

Fath; 

Nor  fearch  for  Omens  in  the  ftarry  Sky.   [Exeunt. 
S  2  Enter 
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"Enter  L  E  A  N  D  E  R,  and  an  Officer. 

Officer. 

Thus  far  we've  follow'd  them : — What  can  it  mean 
That  unattended  they  fhould  wander  forth, 
And  point  their  Way  directly  to  the  Foe  ? 

LEAN  D  E  R. 

Whate'er  the  Motive  that  induc'd  them  out; 
The  Path  they  take  will  have  a  dang'rous  End. 
I'll  follow  (till,  and  intercept  their  Way, 
Altho'  my  Life  fhould  pay  for  the  Intrufion; 
But  thou  flay  here — •  [Exit  Leand. 

Officer. 

The  Night  is  difmal :—  What  a  Flafli  was  there ! 
The  Welkin  feem'd  as  one  expanded  Flame  : 
How  the  Sky  frowns ! — The  lab'ring  Clouds  hang 

low, 

And  look  as  tho'  they  had  imbib'd  the  Waves 
Of  fable  Styx, — and  drench'd  in  ruddy  Fires. 
Hah  !   what  was  that  ? —  the  Sound  of  Womens 

Cries  ? 
Heav'n  guard  the  Queen. 

Re- 
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Re-enter   L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
My  Queen! — My  Royal  Miflrefs ! Now,  ye 

Powers, 

Where  are  you  now,  you  Guardians  of  the  Juft  ? 
Was  there  no  Delegate  to  fhield  her  Charms 
From  the  rude  Gripe  of  an  infulting  Slave  ? 
Thefe  Eyes  beheld  her,  and  the  beauteous  Emmel 
Born  off  by  Ruffians  to  the  Traytor's  Camp. 
I  heard  their  Screams  j  but  Eleonor  was  ftill. 
Hah  !  that  has  wak'd  a  Thought. —  That  curfed 

Woman, 

Mad  with  Ambition,  and  the  Thirfl  of  Gain, 
Has  drawn  thofe  Turtles  in  her  fraudful  Snare; 
Betray 'd  and  fold  them  to  the  Victor  Foe. 
'Tis  fo.     But  let  us  haflen  to  the  King. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE    ODOFF'J  Tent. 

ELGIVA. 

VTT HERE  art  thou  no w— O miferable  Wretch ! 
Say,  canft  thou  hope  to  meet  thy  Edwi  here  ? 

Am  I  a  Queen  ? Then  where's  the  pompous 

Train 

S  3  That 
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That  us'd  to  follow  cringing  at  my  Heels  ? 
Now  funk  beneath  the  meaneft  of  my  Slaves, 
A  captive  Wretch,  and  in  a  Traitor's  Power ; 
Yon  hoftile  Guards,  with  a  familiar  Stare, 
Gaze  at  my  Tears,  and  hifs  me  as  I  pafs. 
O !  fay,  ye  Powers,  What  is  yet  to  come  ? 
What  Weight  of  Mifery  ftill  lags  behind  ? 
Juftthen  a  Thought,  more  terrible  than  Death, 
Struck  like  an  Arrow  thro'  my  bleeding  Soul. 
O  1  fiive  me,  Heaven !  Save  this  helplefs  Frame, 
From  Violence  ; — or  thou,  kind  Earth,  give  Way, 
And  to  thy  Centre  let  me  fink  alive. 

"Enter  O  D  o  F  F. 

Hail,  lovely  Queen,  whom  Natirre  form'd  to  rule, 
And  lead  in  Chains  the  unrefifting  World ! 
What  ruthlefs  Savage  could  unmov'd  behold 
Cheeks  bright  as  Morning  (haded  o'er  with  Grief; 
Afflicted  Charms,  and  Majefty  in  Tears  ? 

ELGI  v  A. 

Curfe  on  that  Sound  ! Ah  !  bear  me  hence,  yc 

Winds, 

To  the  rude  Bofom  of  fome  tracklefs  Wild, 
Whofe  unfrequented  Shades  were  ne'er  reform'd 

From 
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Fiom  their  firft  Rudenefs; — nor  the  mofly  Ground 

E'er  knew  the  Preflure  of  a  gilded  Car; 

Where  pageant  Slaves  (like  me)  may  hide  their 

Heads, 
And  hear  the  Sound  of  Majefty  no  more. 

O  D  O  F  F. 

Why  will  you  thus  torment  your  gentle  Soul 
With  needlefs  Sorrows,  and  afflicting  Rage  ? 
Think  not  I  claim  you  as  a  Victor's  Due. 
Behold  me  here  the  Conqueft  of  your  Eyes : 
This  ftubborn  Heart,  that  never  bent  till  now, 
Is  here  fubdu'd,  and  more  than  twice  your  Slave.    , 

E  L  c  iv  A. 

Hence  with  thy  ill-tim'd  Flattery  ;  nor  dare 
To  wound  my  Senfes  with  a  naufeous  Tale. 
Curs'd  be  the  Hour,  when  our  heedlefs  Steps 
(  Seduc'd  by  fome  falfe  Genius )  took  the  Path, 
The  fatal  Path,  that  led  to  hoftile  Ground. 
To  Elgiva  no  Guardian  Saint  was  near  : 
Nonej  —  none  to  fave  her  from  a  Ruffian's  Hand. 

O  D  O  F  F. 

Yet  call  me  not  by  that  opprobrious  Name ; 

S  4  Behold 
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Behold  the  Genius  that  has  led  you  here. 

[  Gives  a  Letter. 

Your  Mother  fought  her  Safety  in  our  Camp, 
And  prudently  refign'd  you  to  our  Care. 

ELG  i  VA. 

What  do  I  fee ! — Now,  Nature,  boaft  no  more 
Thy  facred  Ties  5— but  let  all  Union  ceafe  : 
Henceforth  fhall  Mothers,  with  a  Tyger's  Rage, 
From  their  warm  Bofoms  hurl  the  clinging  Babe  5 
Relentlefs  Sons  mail  fpurn  their  aged  Sires  j 
And  Love  and  Pity  fhall  be  heard  no  more. 
Is  there  no  Corner  in  this  Place,  to  hide 
A  Wretch  that  now  abhors  the  chearful  Sun : 
I'll  find  it  out,  or,  grovTmg  like  my  Fate, 
Grow  to  the  Earth,  and  dig  myfelf  a  Grave. 

[Exit  Elgiva, 

O  D  O  F  F. 

Ye  Godss  fhe's  lovely ;— and,  like  dewy  Flowers, 
Appears  more  beauteous  thro'  her  mining  Tears ; 
Her  Rage  but  fans  the  Fuel  of  my  Love, 
I  like  not  thofe  tame  Beauties  that  refign 
Their  Charms  like  Autumn  Apples  to  your  Touch, 
And  with  their  Bounty  cloy  you  at  a  Meai : 

The 
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The  yielding  Fair-ones  pall  upon  our  Hands ; 
'Tis  Contradiction  brightens  up  the  Fire : 
Smiles  often  feen,  no  more  our  Hearts  alarm ; 
But  a  new  Miftrefs  with  a  Frown  can  charm. 

[Exit. 
Enter  EL  EON  OR  A. 

Ambition  lately  was  my  only  Aim, 

The  fecret  Spring  whence  ev'ry  Action  mov'd ; 

But  now  I  find  a  ftronger  Paflion  glow 

In  my  fcorch'd  Breaft,  that  hurries  me  to  Madnefs. 

Love  at  my  Years!'— and  yet  it  muft  be  fo; 

In  vain  I  try  to  flem  the  fwelling  Tide ; 

In  vain  does  Reafon  form  her  (hallow  Mound, 

When  the  flrong  Torrent  rulhes  on  my  Soul. 

Let  the  dull  Stoic  boaft  a  ftupid  Calm, 

Like  the  ftill  Waters  of  a  muddy  Pool: 

My  warmer  Thoughts  are  in  perpetual  Motion, 

And  {till  pufh  forward  to  fome  diflant  View. 

Odoff'! — His  Image  hovers  round  my  Heart ; 

But  how  to  gain  him— that's  a  Tafk  indeed; 

This  wither 'd  Form  has  long  forgot  to  charm  ; 

My  Cheek  mall  know  the  rofy  Blufh  no  more  ; 

And  thefe  dim  Eyes  neglected  roll  in  vain  ; 

'Tis  Fraud,  not  Charms,   muft   gain  the  lovely 

Prize. 

He 


266  Some  ACTS  of  a 

» 
He  comes :  —  How  graceful  !  —  how  fublime  his 

Air! 
He  looks  a  Hero,  and  he  moves  a  King. 

Enter  O  D  o  F  F. 

The  Queen,  your  Daughter,  is  inexorable  } 
No  Arts  of  mine  can  pacify  her  Tears. 

ELEON  OR  A. 

You  mov'd  your  Suit,  my  Lord,  in  a  wrong  Hour, 
And  took  her  in  the  Tempeft  of  her  Soul: 
But  now  the  Fair-one,  weary  of  her  Tears, 
Sinks  into  Slumbers ; — all  her  Woes  forgot, 
While  a  gay  Vifion  fwims  before  her  Eyes. 
Now  your  foft  Story,  with  a  better  Grace, 
Would  fteal  thro'  Darknefs  to  he'r  lift'ning  Ear. 
But  you  are  wife,  and  mould  know  how  to  act. 

I  leave  you  to  your  felf » Adieu. 

[Exit  Eleonora. 

O  D  O  F  F. 

This  Woman,  fure,  has  all  the  Serpent  in  her : 
The  Particles  that  form'd  her  fubtle  Soul, 
Seem  like  the  Dregs  of  fome  infernal  Lake : 
Yet  (he  is  ufeful;— - and,  like  the  firft  Tempter, 
We  hate  the  Counfellor,  but  love  the  Fruit. 

But 
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But  foft  a  Moment.  —  Let  not  Odoff  fiain 
The  Name  of  Soldier  with  a  Villain's  Act. 
Perfuafion,  and  fmooth  Eloquence,  may  do  ; 
If  not  —  No  Leifure  for  Refle&ion  now. 


SCENE  the  Apartment  of  Elgiva. 

ELEONORA  covered,  as  Jlteping. 

Enter  ODOFF.  with  a  'Taper. 

ODOFF. 

OLEEPS  Royal  E!giva?—So  flumb'ring  Saints 

Are  often  rous'd  from  their  celeftial  Pillows, 
By  Mortals  Prayers,  and  complaining  Cries. 

ELEONORA  rifing. 
A  Light  !  -  Nay  then  I'm,  ruin'd. 

ODOFF. 
Hah!  Eleonora?  - 

ELEONORA. 
Yes,  my  Lord,  'tis  ilie  ; 
She  whofe  unbridled  Paflion  brought  her  here 

To 
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To  perforate  the  Object  of  your  Love. 
The  haughty  Queen  difdains  you  ; — me  fhe  flies, 
And  feeks  the  darkeft  Corner  of  the  Tent, 
Where  {he  may  breathe  her  Curfes  on  us  both  • 
Yet  ft  ill  can  you  adore  her  fioward  Charms, 
While  a  fond  Heart  that  glories  in  its  Chain, 
Is  thrown  a  difregarded  Vidrim  by. 
You  frown. — I  fee  this  Form  offends  your  Eye  -, 
But,  know,  I  have  an, enterprizing  Brain, 
That  may  be  ufeful  thro'  your  various  Scenes 
Of  grand  Ambition,  or  of  gentle  Love. 
Then  hear  me • 

O  D  O  F  F. 

Yes,  thy  dying  Groans  I  will ;  [Stabs  her. 

More  grateful  than  a  Tale  of  Love  from  thee. 

ELEONOR  A. 

Confufion !  Where — Ah !  whither  am  I  going ! 
Thou  Villain  ! — O,  that  I  had  Strength  to  rend 
Thy  parted  Limbs,  and  fcatter  them  in  Air. 
Why  haft  thou  fvvept  me  from  the  World  at  once  ?• 

O  !  for  a  Moment •  [  Dies. 

O  D  o  F  F. 
'Tis  well !  Thou  haft  the  Wages  of  thy  Guilt. 

So  perifh  all  who  wear  the  Stamp  of  thee. 

[Exit. 

We 
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The  DELICATE  HEN. 
A    FABLE. 

To  a  Lady  who  bad  told  the  Author  •,  Jhe  thought 
her  in  Love  with  a  certain  Per/on,  by  her 
talking  fo  much  of  him,  thi\  not  in  his  Com- 
mendation. 


lately,  but  feme  Years  ago, 
When  JEfop  was  alive  (  you  know) 
Each  Pullet,  Crow,  and  fpeckled  Pye, 
Could  talk  as  well  as  you  or  I. 
It  was  in  this  loquacious  Age, 
When  Mfop  wrote  his  moral  Page, 
That  in  the  Garden  of  a  Clown, 
Who  liv'd  upon  a  healthful  Down, 
A  Plat  of  Vetches  wildly  grew, 
Not  greatly  plealing  to  the  View  : 


The 
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The  Soil  was  barren —  (fo,  I  ween, 
Its  Product  was  not  mighty  green )  ; 
And  here  and  there  a  Bloflbm  bore ; 
But  Thorns  and  Thirties  many  more. 

It  happen'd  on  a  Summer's  Day, 
When  Fields  and  Gardens  all  were  gay, 

A  Brace  of  Pullets  that  were  nigh, 

\ 
(  Pleas'd  with  the  blue  and  chearful  Sky) 

O'er  thefe  lame  Vetches  took  a  Race, 
And  ( like  us  Women  )  taik'd  apace. 
Dame  Partlet  bore  the  higheft  Strain  ; 
She  fqueak'd,  and  cackled  out  amain  : 
The  Subject  of  her  Chat  was  this, 
If  Vetches  boil'd,  would  eat  amiis. 
Sometimes  me  lik'd  'em  mighty  well ; 
But  foon  from  that  Opinion  fell, 
And  to  the  Negative  inclir/d, 
As  thinking  they  were  full  of  Wind; 
Their  Tafte  infipid,  harih,  and  dry, 
Rough  to  the  Palate,  as  the  Eye : 


Befides, 
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Befides,  their  Colour,    it  was  dun  : 
And  thus  her  Tongue  at  random  run. 
It  chanc'd  a  linVning  Dove  was  near, 

Who  fmartly  anfwer'd  j £<  But,  my  Dear, 

"  Although  you  run  the  Vetches  down, 

[<c  I  dare  to  forfeit  half  a  Crown, 
"  (Nay,  I  fufpecled  it  at  firft) 
"  You'd  dine  upon  them,  if  you  durft." 
She  faid,  — And  Par  fief  made  Reply, 
(Firft  turning  up  a  fullen  Eye) 
<c  Doves  may  be  out,  as  well  as  Crows : 
<c  I'm  not  fo  keen  as  you  fuppofe. 
"  'Tis  true,  this  Sort  of  Pulfe  may  do 

a  For  fome  of  the  voracious  Crew  j 

x 
<(  But  mine's  a  Stomach  pretty  nice, 

"  Can  better  relifli  Wheat  and  Rice : 
"  Yet  if  thefe  are  not  to  be  had, 
<c  Barley  may  do,  if  'tis  not  bad : 

"  No  coarfer  Food ; not  Vetch  nor  Pea, 

*'  Tho'  there  were  Bufliels  in  my  Way : 

«  For 


272      POEMS  on  fever  al  Occafions. 

C£  For  if  no  better  I  can  find, 

"  (  Tho'  you  may  blame  my  haughty  Mind) 

<c  I  vow  and  fwear,  as  I'm  a  Sinner, 

u  I'll  rather  go  without  my  Dinner." 


The  BIRTH-NIGHT. 

Y  did  that  Day  neglefled  fiee 
Which  gave  you  to  the  World,  and  me  ? 
But  you  muft  fuffer  now  for  all  j 
Nor  think  to  'fcape  without  a  Scraul. 
A  fhocking  Compliment  have  I 
To  make  its  Entrance  by-and-by 
(  In  which  not  Flamus  rivals  me  )  j 
And  'tis  by  way  of  Simile. 
But  firft,  as  Dedicators  do, 
I  muft  acquaint  the  World  and  you, 
That  I  to  flatter  can't  tell  how  : 

But  what  we  write  we  dare  avow  3 

And 
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And,  in  a  Word,  we  fhall  declare, 
'Tis  all  as  true  as  you  are  there. 
For  tho'  your  Mira  loves  you  more, 
Than  ever  Mira's  did  before  j 
Believe  her,  me  has  no  fuch  Views 
As  your  grave  Servant  Mr.  H — f. 

Mince- Pye,  green  Beans,  and  a  fine  Hen, 
We  had  for  Supper,  you  know  when  j     -Anx 
Which  Pullet  we  intend   ( 'tis  true  ) 
As  Emblem  of  its  Owner,  You. 
And  now  you  ftarr,  and  cry — Nay,  then! 
'Caufe  we  compare  you  to  a  Hen  : 
But  do  not  Swains  compare  their  Loves 
To  Kids,  and  Lambs,  and  Turtle-Doves  r 
And  fmall  the  Odds,  if  we  may  guefs, 
Save  one  is  larger,  t'other  lefs. 

But  to  proceed; The  Sauce  was  rare; 

The  Fowl  was  tempting,  plump,  and  fair  : 

VOL.  II.  T  And 

• 


274     P  o  E  M  s  0#  federal  Occafans, 
And  yet  yourfelf  unkindly  told, 
I  fear  the  Chick  is  fomething  old. 
'Thad  been  a  Secret,  but  for  you, 
And  undifcern'd  by  Tafte  or  View : 
But  now  ( as  'tis  the  Poets  Faftiion ) 
Proceed  we  to  the  Application. 

As  fir  ft  i — Regard  this  faithful  Page  -y 
Nor  rank  yourfelf  with  hoary  Age : 
For  who  amongft  the  Crew,  whom  Pride 
Leads  to  your  chearful  Fire-fide, 
Can  judge  the  Number  of  your  Days, 
Which  not  your  Face  nor  Wit  betrays  ? 
And  tho'  not  Shrivlas  Hat  you  wear, 
Nor  Fadia's  bugle  Solitair  -t 
Nor  Ogla's  Curls,  which  (ah!)  betray: 
What  would  the  babling  Monfter  fay  ? 
No  Treafon. — Oglas  Locks  are  grey. 
Yet  the  fpruce  Mob,  that  with  a  Pin 
YQU  carelefs  fix  beneath  the  Chis, 
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Is  more  becoming  fifty  times^ 
If  you  will  truft  a  Poet's  Rhymes : 
Yet  I  am  told,  ( can  prove  it  too  ) 
There's  a  Cofmetic  us'd  by  you, 
Whofe  fov'reign  Virtue  can  infufe 
More  Sweetnefs  than  Arabian  Dews : 
It  fmooths  the  Brow  that's  mark'd  by  Care, 
And  gives  the  Lips  a  fmiling  Air : 
The  foften'd  Cheek  it  gently  warms, 
And  gives  the  Eyes  refiftlefs  Charms* 
From  Heav'n  it  came  j  yet  none  declares 
What  Name  the  wond'rous  Med'cine  bears 
Above  the  Stars.     We  only  know 
Tis  call'd  Good-Nature  here  below. 


T  2 
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The  MUSES   EMBASSY. 

H  E  Mufes,  as  fome  Authors  fay, 
Who  Found  their  Empire  much  decay., 

Since  Priors  Lute  was  ftopp'd  by  Death, 

And  Pope  refign'd  his  tuneful  Breath, 

Fair  Iris  call'd,  and  bid  her  go, 

And  fearch  the  :bufy  World  below : 

But  chief  among  the  female  Kind 

They  bid  her  look,  if  fhe  could  find 

(  Altho'  her  Journey  fhould  be  long  ) 

The  fruitful  Parent  of  a  Song. 

The  careful  Goddefs  took  her  Round, 

And  travel'd  long :  At  laft  flie  found, 

Beyond  the  very  Skirts  of  Fame, 

An  humble,  but  a  fertile  Dame, 

Who  brought  forth  Infants,  two  and  two  3 

But  fuch  no  Creature  ever  knew : 

With 
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With  Scars  and  Botches  blemifh'd  o'er ; 

Some  hump'd  behind,  and  fom$  before ; 

And  Cripples  in  the  laft  Degree, 

Some  ne'er  a  Foot,  and  fome  had  three. 

The  puzzled  Goddefs  hardly  knew, 

Nor  guefs'd  at  what  (he'd  beft  to  do  j. 

Or  flill  on  Earth  to  let  them  lie, 

Or  bear  the  Pygmies  to  the  Sky, 

To  fhame  the  wretched  Parent  more, 

And  fet  Parnaff'us  in  a  Roar. 

Thus  flood  Iris,  full  of  Care, 

Till  came  by  a  gentle  Fair, 

Who  on  the  crippled  Infants  fmil'd, 

And  pity'd  each  neglected  Child. 

The  doubting  Goddefs  lik'd  the  Dame ;. 

Inquired  of  her  Place  and  Name  j 

And  did  not  fcruple  to  declare,   ^  ^  ^  x  c 

She'd  truft  the  Infants  to  her  Care, 

To  form  their  Bodies,  and  their  Minds, 

Till  they  (hould  flourim  into  Rhymes  ^ 

T  3  And 
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And  for  the  Charge,  me  durft  to  fay, 

The  Mufes  would  be  fure  to  pay. 

This  done,  fhe  bid  a  fhort  Acjieu, 

And  to  her  Hill  the  Goddefs  flew, 

Where  fat  the  Mufes  in  a  Ring, 

And  in  the  midft  their  laurePd  King, 

In  brief  fair  Iris  told  her  Tale, 

And  what  {he  found  on  yonder  Vale ; 

But  to  conform  them  into  Rule, 

She  fat  the  wayward  Brats  to  School. 

<c  To  whom?"  The  tuneful  Virgins  cry'd: 

To  Partbenijfa,  (he  reply 'd. 

Much  Wonder  thro'  the  Circle  ran, 

Till  Tkalia  rofe,  and  thus  began : 

To  Parthenijf'a  !  cries  the  Dame  j 

I'm  not  a  Strapger  to  her  Name : 

Nor  had  I  fent,  if  you  muft  know, 

Swift  Iris  to  the  World  below, 

The  drowfy  Nation  to  explore, 

But  to  enhance  her  Fame  the  more, 


Now, 
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Now,  to  the  World  let  it  be  known, 
She  has  a  Daughter  of  her  own. 
Then  from  Amaranthine  Bovvers, 
Spangled  with  immortal  Flowers, 

She  brought  the  Babe. Polhynwia  fmil'd,  - 

And  each,  by  turns,  falute  the  Child. 
Hail !  fair  Mortal,  cries  the  Ring : 
Hail!  replies  their  laurel'd  King. 
Welcome  to  our  blifsful  Bowers, 
Fields  of  ever-blooming  Flowers  1 

Here  for  ever  mayft  thou  fhine, 

", ,  -,f"\ 
Beauteous  Darling  of  the  Nine  ! 


F4  TIM  ON. 


Povusonfevera/OccaJions. 


1 


r  /  M  o  N. 


r  I  1 0  all  the  World  let  this  appear, 
~*"     To  tell  them  Timon  has  heen  here, 
To  vifit  both  my  Verfe  and  me. 
<e  Was  Timon  here?— And  what  faid  he  ?' 
Nay,  that's  a  Tale  too  hard,  d'ye  fee  : 
As  well  you  might  to  Queftion  call 
The  Eloquence  of  yonder  Wall  5 
Or  afk  how  mould'ring  Statues  fing, 
Or  Bufts  of  Arthur,  England's  King. 
et  Hold,  A//™/— nay,  confider — fie!" 
Your  Pardon,  Madam — Bards  will  lye : 
By  their  Example,  fo  may  I. 
But  now  (from  Jealoufy  to  fcreen  us) 
I'll  tell  you  all  that  pafs'd  between  us. 
In  came  the  Swain,  with  Cap  in  Hand  : 
£  You'll  pleafe  to  fit'—"  I'd  rather  ftand  :" 

<  Look, 
- 


1 
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'  Look,  here  are  Seats,  Sir,  three  or  four*/ 
"  But  I  approve  the  Window  more." 
Then  Mira's  Tongue  began  to  clack, 
As  if  (he'd  oil'd  it  o'er  with  Sack : 
<  V/hat  a  cold  Shower  lately  fell ! 

*  Your  Sifter  looks  exceeding  well : ' 
(For  foft  Janlra  too  was  there) 

c  You,  Madam,  look  extremely  fair. 

*  I'm  mighty  glad  you  both  are  come: 

'  And  how  do  all  your  Friends  at  home  ?  * 

.'^\ 
Now,  wanting  Breath,  a  Paufe  fucceeds : 

The  Mufe  is  call'd,  and  Ttmon  reads. 

All  ferious  fat  the  awful  Swain  ; 

But  Mlra  could  not  long  contain. 

c  Well,  how  d'ye  like  the  Rhymes,  I  pray  ? 

'  D'ye  think  they'll  pafs  ? — Good  Madam,  fay  ? 

c  Look!  here  is  an  heroic  Letter  j 

«  But  fome  approve  of  Doggrel  better  : 

'  And  here's  an  Ode — Perufe  it — come  ; 

'  And  let  us  hear  your  Judgment' — "  Hum!" 

Nay, 
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'  Nay,  I  muft  own  they're  fimplc  Things : 
*  The  Mufe  {hould  prune  her  aukward  Wings. 
c  O,  Sir !  what !  you  have  finifh'd  this  ? 
c  And  how  d'ye  like — "  Your  Servant,  Mifs." 


Fuddling  DICKY,  and  Scolding  N  %  L  L  Y. 

NELLY. 

SO !  you're  come  home  exceeding  fober  ! 
Thou  reeling  Hogfhead  of  Oftober : 

Faugh!  out  upon't ! There  comes  a  Gale 

Of  (linking  Pipes,  and  fowre  Ale ! 

DICKY. 

Uh !  what  a  plague's  the  Matter  now  ? 
Why  let's  alone,  you  dirty  Sow. 
Don't  fright  yourfelf :  Whatever  I  do, 
I  fhall  keep  far  enough  from  you, 

NELLY. 
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NELLY. 

So  thou  hadft  beft,  thou  dirty  Beaft  j 
What  would  I  give  to  be  releas'd, 
To  fee  the  End  of  all  my  Sorrow, 

And  have  thee  Jaid  i'th*  Ground  To-morrow  ? 
<, 

P  I  C  K  V. 

And  fo  I  find  you'd  have  me  die  : 

I  thank  you  Nelly By-and-by. 

They  fay  that  Bed  is  cold  j  alack  ! 
I'd  fain  have  Nelly  at  my  Back. 

NELLY. 

Thou  Scoundrel ! But  I  might  have  thought, 

That  I  mould  live  to  want  a  Groat, 
When  I,  that  came  of  good  Degree, 
Pebas'd  myfelf^  and  marry 'd  thee. 

PICKY. 

'Tis  true,  indeed,  like  fparkling  Perry, 
My  Anceflors  were  poor  and  merry : 

My 
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My  Father's  Name  was  honeft  Saunders : 
A  Fig  for  Lords  and  Alexanders. 

NELLY. 

You  might  have  been  aftiam'd  to  ftay, 
And  guzzle,  guzzle,  all  the  Day : 
.With  what  kind  Dame  have  you  been  billing  ? 
And  have  you  fpent  your  South-Sea  Shilling  ? 


DICKY. 

Huzza ! Hold  not  fo  hot,  my  Dear  : 

Send  Cic'ly  for  a  Pint  of  Beer  : 

This  Life,  you  know,  how  foon  it  ends : 

Let's  drink  together,  and  be  Friends. 


MINU- 
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MINUTIUS.       ARTEMISIA. 
A    DIALOGUE. 


D 


MINUTIUS. 
EAR  Ma'am,  your  Servant — How  d'ye  do  ? 


ARTEMISIA. 

IndifPrent,  Sir And  how  do  you  ? 

MINUTIUS. 
Why,  my  offended  Tafte  declares 

This  Br Jy  is  the  worft  of  Airs  j 

Where  {landing  Wells,  and  putrid  Drains, 
And  fweating  Nymphs,  and  fpawling  Swains5 
On  either  Side,  before,  behind, 
Provide  a  Stench  for  ev'ry  Wind. 
Who  can  endure  the  hideous  Scene, 
Where  ev'ry  Face  creates  the  Spleen  ? 

And 
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And  were  it  not  for  one  or  two 
Of  Ladies,  delicate  as  you, 
No  Gentleman  of  Tafte  would  ftay 
In  this  loath 'd  Parifh.  half  a  Day. 
But,  now  we  talk  of  fulfome  Things, 
I  fain  would  hear  how  Mira  fings ; 
(Ye  Mufes !  fly  to  diftant  Climes, 
Nor  let  our  Spinfters  fcribble  Rhymes) 
For  you,  dear  Madam,  I  am  told, 
Have  help'd  to  make  the  Damfel  bold  ; 
Have  help'd  to  (lain  the  facred  Bays, 
By  fmiling  on  her  foolim  Lays. 

ARTEMISIA. 

Your  Informations  are  not  wrong  j 
For  I'm  a  Friend  to  M/Vvz's  Song ; 
And  love  the  Rhymes,  altho'  I  know 
From  whence  the  rude  Productions  flow : 
Nay  (what's  a  Paradox  to  you) 
I  likewife  can  the  Author  view  -, 

Can 
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Can  bear  her  nigh— yet  calmly  fit 
Without  a  Qualm,  or  fainting  Fit. 
But  here — perufe  this  artlefs  Scribble, 
And  fift  it  thro'  a  Critic's  Riddle ; 
Then  fhall  we  tafte  its  Beauties  more, 
When  you  have  purg'd  the  droffy  Ore  ; 
And  fee  the  Senfe  diftinct  and  plain, 
The  Chaff  extracted  from  the  Grain. 

M  i  N  u  T  i  u  s. 

He !  he! — Are  thefe  the  Verfes  then? 
She  wrote  'em  with  a  filthy  Pen. 
As  I'm  a  Gentleman,  I  vow 
I  never  faw  the  like  till  now : 
There's  not  a  Stop  throughout  the  Song  j 
Or,  if  there  is,  'tis  planted  wrong : 
The  hideous  Scrawl  offends  my  Si*ght : 
But  how  mould  me  know  how  to  write 
'Tis  time  to  lay  all  Science  by, 

If  fuch  as  me  muft  verfify, 

ARTI- 
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' 

ARTEMISIA. 

Nay,  foftly,  Sir! If  I  am  right, 

You  ftep  befide  the  Queftion  quite. 

That  you  mould  mark, — was  my  Intention, 

Her  Thought,  her  Language,  and  Invention  ; 

Point  out  the  Blemifhes,  and  tell 

Where  the  Lines  fall,  and  where  excel ; 

Yet  keep  your  Patience,  tho'  you  fee 

A  crump-back'd  H,  or  faulty  G  ; 

For,  truft  me,  Sir,  I  never  try'd 

To  recommend  her  for  a  Scribe. 

MINUTIUS. 

Your  Pardon,  Madam  !  But  I  find 
It  is  the  Fault  of  Womankind 
To  overlook  thefe  folid  Cares, 
For  Wit,  and  Froth,  and  fprightly  Airs. 
But  to  the  'forefaid  Obfervation  : 
This  Line  is  an  Interrogation  : 

Then 
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Then  where's  the  proper  Mark  to  {how  it  ? 

(  A-pize  on  fuch  an  empty  Poet ! ) 

Next,  to  all  Eyes  it  will  appear, 

An  Afterifk  is  wanting  here. 

Look !  here  mould  be  a  Paufe— and  this 

Inclos'd  in  a  Parenthefis : 

And  here Nay,  Madam,  do  not  frown, 

For  here's  a  Comma  upfide  down. 
Shall  Crimes  like  thefe  go  by  unheeded  ? 
Might  I  advife,  I'd  have  her  bleeded.  oj 

The  Girl  is  fure  befide  her  Wits, 
And  fcribbles  in  her  frantic  Fits. 

But  ftay Your  Patience  I  offend  : 

I  wim  your  Poetefs  would  mend  : 

Till  then,  I  folemnly  declare, 

Her  Verfes  are  not  worth  your  Care. 


VOL.  II,  U 
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The    VISIT. 

TTTITH  Walking  fick,  with  Court'fies  lame, 

And  frighted  by  the  fcolding  Dame, 
Poor  Mira  once  again  is  feen 
Within  the  Bounds  of  Gofstin-Green. 

O  ARTEMISIA!  dear  to  me, 
As  to  the  Lawyer  golden  Fee  ; 
Whofe  Name  dwells  pleafant  on  my  Tongue, 
And  firft,  and  laft,  {hall  grace  my  Song  ; 
Receive  within  your  friendly  Door 
A  Wretch  that  vows  to  rove  no  more  : 
In  fome  clofe  Corner  let  me  hide, 
Remote  from  Compliments  and  Pride  ; 
Where  Morals  grave,  or  Sonnets  gay, 
Delude  the  guiltlefs  chearful  Day  j 
Where  we  a  fprightly  Theme  may  find, 

Befides  enquiring  wheres  the  Wind, 

Or 


1 
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Or  whifp'ring  who  and  who's  together, 
And  criticizing  on  the  Weather  ; 
Where  carelefs  Creatures,  fuch  as  I, 
May  Tcape  the  penetrating  Eye 
Of  Students  in  Phyfiognomyj 
Who  read  your  want  of  Wit  or  Grace, 
Not  from  your  Manners,  but  your  Face  ; 
Whofe  Tongues  are  for  a  Week  fupply'd 
From  one  poor  Mouth  that's  ftretch'd  too  wide ; 
Who  greatly  blame  a  freckled  Hand, 
A  fkinny  Arm,  full  Shoulders  j  and, 
Without  a  Microfcope,  can  fpy 
A  Nofe  that's  plac'd  an  Inch  awry. 
In  vain  to  gloomy  Shades  you  flee ; 
Like  Mice,  in  Darknefs  they  can  fee : 
In  vain  to  glaring  Lights  you  run ; 
Their  Eyes  can  face  a  mid-day  Sun  : 
You'll  find  no  Safety  in  Retreat ; 
Like  Sharks,  they  never  mince  their  Meat  > 
Their  dreadful  Jaws  they  open  throw, 
And,  if  they  catch  you,  down  you  go. 
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A  New  BALLAD. 

To  the  Tune  of  Gofslin  Common. 

N  C  E  on  a  time,  all  in  a  Town, 
There  liv'd  a  Lady  gay. 

As  Poets  fing of  great  Renown  : 

Ah!  well-a-day! 

But  whether  now  on  Earth  {he  roves, 

Alas !  we  cannot  fay  \ 
Or  in  the  fair  Elyfian  Groves : 

Ah !  well-a-day ! 

But  if  (he  walks  beneath  the  Moon, 

Among  the  Sons  of  Clay, 
For  her  our  fmiling  Fields  {hall  bloom : 

Ah !  come  away. 

Now 
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Now  in  his  Chariot  ftiines  the  Sun, 

So  brilliant  and  fo  gay  j 
The  ftormy  Rains  are  paft  and  gone ; 

Ah !  come  away. 

Before  her  may  the  Puddles  dry, 

And  Jetty  point  the  Way  j 
While  gentle  Zephyrs  fan  the  Sky: 

Make  no  Delay. 


U  3  CORY- 
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CORYDON.     PHILLARIO. 

Or,   M  i  R  A'S  'Picture. 
A    PASTORAL. 

T  TTlthin  the  Bounds  of  yonder  fruitful  Plain     ; 
Liv'd  Corydo?2y  a  harmlefs  Shepherd  Swain; 
Whofe  Care  was  chiefly  to  his  Flock  confined, 
Whofe  fmiling  Features  fpoke  a  chearful  Mind. 
Behind  his  Dwelling  flood  a  friendly  Hill ; 
Before  it,  Paftures,  and  a  purling  Rill. 

From  the  great  Mart  of  Bufinefs,  and  of  Fame, 
To  this  Retreat,  the  gay  Phillarlo  came  : 
He  came — -But  how  he  fpent  the  ling'ring  Hour?, 
Amid  ftill  Meadows,  and  ambrofial  Bow'rs ; 
Whether  he  liv'd  on  Blackberries  and  Whey,  • 
Or  if  he  figh'd  for  Ombre  and  Bohea ; 
Whether  he  thought  a  Summer's  Day  too  long ; 

To  tell,  is  not  the  Purpofe  of  my  Song : 

'Tis 
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'Tis  their  Difcourfe  alone  that  fills  our  Tale. 

Begin One  Morning,  in  a  flow'ry  Vale, 

This  Couple  walk'd,  to  hear  the  Linnet  fing,  » 
And  {hare  the  Beauties  of  the  dawning  Spring : 
Phillario  thus — What  Nymph,  O  Shepherd!  reigns 
The  rural  Toaft  of  thefe  delightful  Plains  ? 
For  much  I  fear  \tiArcadian  Nymphs  outfhine 
The  fhiv'ring  Beauties  of  this  Northern  Clime. 

C  O  R  Y  D  O  N. 

Young  Daphne  fome,  and  fome  Amynta  praife  $ 
Some  doat  on  Delia  for  her  graceful  Eafe  : 
Some  wond'ring  Swain  bright  Cyntbia\  Eye  infpires; 
Another  Claudias  charming  Voice  admires : 
Some  like  no  Face  but  Pbilladtts  the  fair ; 
And  fome  Cymenes,  with  the  raven  Hair, 

PHILLARIO. 

But  who  is  (he  that  walks  from  yonder  Hill, 
With  (ludious  Brows,  and  Night-cap  Difliabille  ? 
U  4  That 
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That  looks  a  Stranger  to  the  Beams  of  Day ; 
And  counts  her  Steps,  and  mutters  all  the  Way  ? 

C  O  R  Y  D  O  N. 

'Tis  Mira,  Daughter  to  a  Friend  of  minej 

'Tis  {he  that  makes  your  what-d'ye-call  —  your 

Rhyme. 

I  own  the  Girl  is  fomething  out  o'th'  way  : 
But  how  d'ye  like  her  ?  Good  Phillario,  fay  ! 

PHILLARIO. 

Like  her  ! I'd  rather  beg  the  friendly  Rains 

To  fweep  that  Nuifance  from  thy  loaded  Plains  j 
That 

COR  Y  DON. 

;— Hold,  Phillario  !  She's  a  Neighbour's  Child  : 
*Tis  true,  her  Linen  may  be  fomething  foilU 

PHILLARIO. 

Her  Linen,  Corydon! — Herfelf,  you  mean. 
Are  fuch  the  Dryads  of  thy  fmiling  Plain  ? 

Why, 
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Why,  I  could  fwear  it,  if  it  were  no  Sin, 
That  yon  lean  Rook  can  (hew  a  fairer  Skin, 

C  o  R  y  D  o  N. 

What  tho'  fome  Freckles  in  her  Face  appear  ? 
That's  only  owing  to  the  time  o'th'  Year. 
Her  Eyes  are  dim,  you'll  fay :  Why,  that  is  true : 
I've  heard  the  Reafon,  and  I'll  tell  it  you. 
By  a  Rufh-  Candle  (as  her  Father  fays) 

She  fits  whole  Ev'nings,  reading  wicked  Plays. 
.?.moD 

PHILLARIO. 

She  read  ! — She'd  better  milk  her  brindled  Cows ; 
I  with  the  Candle  does  not  finge  her  Brows, 
So  like  a  dry  Furze-faggot  j  and,  befide, 
Not  quite  fo  even  as  a  Moufe's  Hide. 

COR  Y  DON. 

Come,  come ;  you  view  her  with  malicious  Eyes : 
Her  Shape  . 

PH  ILLARIO, 

•Where  Mountains  upon  Mountains  rife  ! 

And, 
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And,  as  they  fear'd  fomc  Treachery  at  hand, 
Behind  her  Ears  her  lift'ning  Shoulders  ftand. 

C  O  RJT  DON. 


But  me  has  Teeth- 


PHILLARI  o. 


— Confid'ring  how  they  grow, 

Tis  no  great  matter  if  me  has  or  no : 

They  look  decay 'd  with  PofTet,  and  with  Plumbs, 

And  feem  prepar'd  to  quit  her  fwelling  Gums. 

( 

C  O  R  Y  D  O  N. 

No  more,  my  Friend  !  for  fee,  the  Sun  grows  high> 
And  I  muft  fend  the  Weeders  to  my  Rye  : 
Thofe  fpurious  Plants  muft  from  the  Soil  be  torn, 
Left  the  rude  Brambles  over- top  the  Corn. 


Note,  This  Defcrlptlon  of  her  Perfon  is  a  Ca- 
racature. 


Tfa 
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Tie  XVIIIth  PSALM  Imitated,   to  the 
i$tb  Ferfe. 


^TTE  fainted  Virgins,  and  celeftial  Choirs, 
With  facrcd  Hymns  my  rifing  Heart  i 


A  grateful  OrPring  to  your  Gates  I  bring, 
A  Song  of  Praife  to  Heav'n  s  tremendous  King. 
Let  ev'ry  Creature  join  the  grateful  Sound, 
That  flam  thro'  Air,  or  tread  the  mofly  Ground  : 
The  God  of  IJrael,  and  JEHOVAH  fing; 
The  dread  and  glorious  Guard  of  'Jacob's  King. 
Be  dill,  ye  Winds,  that  o'er  the  Ocean  fly, 
Nor  with  your  Motion  vex  the  beauteous  Sky, 
Swelling  Pvaptures  in  my  Bofom  roll, 
And  great  Ideas  lift  my  rifing  Soul. 

Praife 
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Praife  the  Lord,  ye  Nations,  Pow'rs,  and  Tongues  -t 
Both  Slaves,  and  Sceptres,  join  the  chearful  Song : 
Let  balmy  Odours  from  the  Altars  rife, 
And  Hallelujahs  fill  the  joyful  Skies, 
While  the  warm  Life  fliall  in  my  Art'ries  fpring, 
My  Tongue  fliall  talk  of  Heav'n's  immortal  King ; 
Whofe  Mercy  led  me  thro'  furrounding  Fires, 
And  bore  me  fafely  o'er  the  quaking  Mires. 
When,  fwifter  than  the  foaming  Surges  roll, 
Pale  Woes  came  ruming  on  my  wounded  Soul ; 
When  the  grim  Deep,  with  her  extended  Jaw, 
Breathed  DeftrucYion  from  the  hideous  Flaw  j 
Unhurt  I  pafs'd,  beneath  His  facred  Hand, 
Thro'  hilling  Legions,  and  deftru&ive  Brands. 
Bleak  Envy  trembled  at  his  awful  Nod, 
And  frighted  Malice  dropt  her  baneful  Rod : 
The  God  of  Mercy  view'd  my  bleeding  Wrongs ; 
II is  Fury  kindled  at  the  impious  Throng  ; 

The 
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The  Darts  of  Vengeance  at  my  Foes  He  threw, 
And  forky  Lightnings  {hone  with  dreadful  Hue : 
Then  Wrath  defcended  from  the  heav'nly  Fields, 
And  hurling  Tempefls  drove  the  rapid  Wheels : 
With  Terror  crown'd,  and  with  Confufion  rob'd, 
Then  from  her  Centre  (hook  the  trembling  Globe ; 
The  Stars,  affrighted,  from  their  Orbs  retir'd, 
And  Whirlwinds  rage  amidft  the  curling  Fires : 
Smoke  before  him  roll'd  in  purple  Clouds  j 
Vengeance  folio w'd  in  a  flaming  Shroud  : 
Then  the  low-brow'd  Rocks  affrighted  faw 
The  yawning  Deep  ftretch  out  her  fearful  Jaw, 
Rend  her  Foundations,  and  cxpofe  to  Sight 
The  Realms  of  Chaos,  and  perpetual  Night. 
Vindictive  Hail  in  horrid  Sheets  was  hurl'd ; 
And  awful  Thunder  fhook  the  quaking  World  -, 
A  dreadful  Shade  pofTek'd  the  troubled  Sky, 
And  thro'  the  Whirlwinds  temp'rate  Angels  fly  5 

At 
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At  whofe  Command  the  livid  Lightnings  glare, 
Blended  with  Confufion  and  Defpair. 
Contention,  in  the  Shape  of  fcorching  Brands, 
Poured  Definition  on  the  wafting  Lands. 
Bleak  Sicknefs,  wrapt  with  her  infectious  Robe, 
Led  on  a  Train  of  complicated  Woes : 
Vengeance  frown'd,  and  fhook  her  dreadful  Rod  j 
The  Heavens  tremble,  and  the  Mountains  nod. 


LET- 


C  303  ] 


. 
LETTERS,  &c. 

Written  by  Mrs.  LEAP  0  R. 


The  following  Piece  'was  written  by  the  Author 
when  very  young. 

PON  my  lately  reading  a  Difcourfe, 
wherein  the  Author  feemed  to  reflect 
with  great  Severity  on  the  Errors  and 
Vices  of  wealthy  People,  and  at  the  fame  time 
to  congratulate  the  Poor,  in  that  their  Poverty 
fecured  them  again  ft  various  Temptations,  efpe- 
cialiy  Pride  ;  fome  little  Contradiction  arifing 
in  my  Mind,  led  me  infenfibly  into  a  Train  of 
Thoughts,  which  I  fhall  prefent  to  the  Reader 

without  any  further  Apology. If  we  con- 

fider  the  Behaviour  of  Mankind,  from  the 
Prince  to  the  Peafant,  we  mail  find  the  Seeds 
of  the  fame  Paflion?,  the  fame  Virtues  and 

Vices 
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Vices,  in  all  Ranks  and  Degrees  of  Peo- 
ple :  Pride  is  a  kind  of  epidemical  Vice  in 
the  Minds  of  Youth ;  with  which,  in  different 
Degrees,  all  are  poffefs'd,  and  exert  themfelves 
according  to  their  different  Circumftances.  A 
new  Gown,  a  lac'd  Mob,  a  Necklace,  and  a 
Topknot,  are  Felicities  courted  with  as  much 
Impatience,  and  purfued  with  as  great  Anxiety, 
by  ordinary  Females,  as  rich  Brocades,  gilt 
Chariots,  and  powder'd  Footmen,  are  by  thofe 
in  a  more  confpicuous  Station.  The  fame  Ob- 
fervation  may  be  made  in  the  Male  World  -y 
and,  in  my  Opinion,  a  new  Surtout,  or  a  modifti 
Wig,  are  Motives  full  as  worthy  to  engage  the 
Attention  of  a  reafonable  Creature,  as  a  Silver- 
hilted  Sword,  or  an  embroider'd  Waiftcoat. 
Wealth  is  certainly  a  great  Bleffing,  when  it  falls 
into  the  PofTeffion  of  worthy  Perfons :  It  gives 
a  Luftre  to  thofe  Virtues  and  Attainments,  that, 
without  it,  dwindle  away,  and  are  loft  in  Ob- 
fcurity :  It  adds  Reverence  to  the  Divine,  Au- 
thority to  the  Philofopher,  Honour  to  the  Sol- 
dier, and  at  leaft,  his  ufual  Recompence,  Praife 
to  the  Poet.  On  the  other  hand,  altho'  the 
modeft  Virgin,  the  tender  Mother,  the  agreeable 
Friend,  and  the  pious  Matron,  are  Gems  that 
will  mew  themfelves  to  Advantage,  even  in  a 

Cottage  ; 
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Cottage  ;  yet  how  much  more  amiable  are  thefe 
Accomplifhments  in  a  higher  Station,  when 
adorned  with  Generofity,  Learning,  and  a  re- 
fined Behaviour !  But  then,  as  Virtue  appears 
in  a  more  majeftic  Form  by  the  Addition  of 
Wealth  and  Power ;  fo  the  Vices  and  ill  Qua- 
lities of  People  of  Condition  appear  with  a  Face 
of  double  Deformity,  by  reafon  their  Behaviour 
has  a  fort  of  Influence  on  the  reft  of  Mankind. 
I  have  before  obferved,  that  there  is  a  Tincture 
of  Ambition  in  all  Degrees ;  and  thofe  who 
cannot  come  up  to  the  Wifdom  and  Sublimities 
of  their  Superiors,  can  at  leaft  imitate  their  Vices 
and  Imperfections.  How  mocking  then  is  the 
Behaviour,  of  fome  Perfons  bleffed  with  plen- 
teous Fortunes,  good  Understanding,  fprightly 
Wit,  and  Talents  which,  if  rightly  applied, 
would  diftinguifh  them  more  from  the  reft  of 
Mankind,  than  the  Number  of  their  Acres,  or 
the  Infolence  of  their  Power;  yet,  charmed 
with  the  mock  Homage  of  their  filken  Slaves, 
and  ftupid  with  intoxicating  Pleafure,  he  gives 
a  Loofe  to  his  long-ftrui'gling  Pailions,  to  take 
in  Luxury,  with  its  licentious  Train  !  Difcarded 
Reafon  having  taken  her  Flight,  charmed  with 
his  new  Companions,  the  intoxicated  Idiot 
fcarce  believes  he  is  mortal  j  Pride,  Tyranny, 
VOL.  II.  X  and 
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and  Rapine,  follow ;  and  Innocence  and  Beauty 
fall  unpitied  Victims  at  his  lawlefs  Altar.  Thus, 
if  pamper'd  Vice  makes  fo  terrible  a  Figure, 
how  careful  ought  thofe  to  be,  whom  Provi- 
dence has  entrusted  with  a  larger  Share  of  what 
•we  call  the  Goods  of  Fortune,  that  they  may 
not,  by  their  Example,  corrupt  the  Minds  of 
thofe  below  them!  For  altho',  as  I  have  before 
hinted,  there  are  the  fame  Inclinations  to  III  in 
all  forts  of  People,  yet  the  Vices,  as  well  as 
Virtues,  of  the  Indigent  are  not  fo  vifible,  nor 
fo  much  regarded  in  the  Eye  of  the  World, 
tho'  they  are  of  the  fame  Confequence  to  their 
own  Perfons ;  and  neither  Wealth  nor  Power, 
Poverty  nor  Subjection,  can  fecure  us  from 
thofe  Paflions  and  Inquietudes  fo  natural  and  fo 
painful  to  a  thinking  Being.  Ambition  is  the 
conftant  Torment  of  fprightly  and  afpiiing 
Minds :  It  haunts  the  Wife  thro'  all  their  varied 
Syftems  of  Philofophy,  and  reigns  within  the 
Bofom  of  the  Satirift,  even  whilft  he  ridicules 
it  as  an  unfatisfying  and  empty  Folly.  Provi- 
dence does  not  think  fit  always  to  beflow 
Wealth  upon  the  greateft  Minds ;  but,  on  the 
contrary,  People  of  the  be  ft  Capacities  are  often 
under  the  Frowns,  or  at  leaft  the  Indifference, 
of  Fortune  :  It  is  a  great  Happinefs,  when  fuch 
7  Perfons 
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Perfons  can  fuit  their  Minds  to  their  Condition. 
It  is  not  in  every  one's  Power  to  be  rich  5  but 
it  is  in  every  one's  Power  to  be  content,  if  he 
will  endeavour  it ;  unlefs  the  Party  be  under 
the  immediate  Hand  of  great  Poverty,  or  real 
Sorrow  3  and  then  I  believe  it  fcarce  poffible  for 
a  Perfon  that  has  any  Tafte  of  Happinefs  or 
Mifery  to  be  truly  eafy,  while  he  is  under  the 
dreadful  Apprehenfion  of  wanting  the  com- 
mon Neceflaries  of  Life  :  But  where  Poverty 
does  not  appear  in  fuch  a  frightful  Shape,  it  is 
a  great  Abfurdity  to  lofe  the  Tafte  of  prefent 
Enjoyments,  by  grafping  and  mourning  for 
Things  beyond  all  Poffibility  of  our  ever  obtain- 
ing. Thofe  who  cannot  mine  in  a  partial  and 
ingrateful  World,  may  defpife  it ;  and,  con- 
fcious  of  their  Innocence  and  concealed  Per- 
fections, may,  with  equal  Temper,  look  down 
on  Genfure  and  Applaufe.  This  happy  Virtue 
will  bear  the  Perfon  who  enjoys  it  fafe  thro' 
the  tumultuous  Waves  of  Sorrow,  Difappoint- 
ment,  Cenfure,  and  Deriiion  j  and  open  a  Pro- 
fpeft,  thro'  the  Gloom  that  hangs  about  him, 
to  a  more  more  joyful  Scene  of  Peace,  Juftice, 
and  Immortality. 


On 
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On  the  Efiay  on  Woman  in  FoL  II.  p.  64. 

Dear  Madam^ 

I  Have  read  your  agreeable  Raillery  with  much 
Pleafure.  —  I  muft  own  your  Weapons  arc 
pretty  keen  ;  and  I  can  find  no  better  Defence, 
than  by  turning  fome  of  them  back  upon  my 
Accufer.  —  Firft,  as  to  the  Whole:  You  arc 
Very  well  acquainted  with  the  Chriftian  Syftcm, 
and  muft  know,  that  as  I  turned  out  naked  my 
jotingefi  and  moft  negleffied  Child  *  to  your  Mer- 
cy, .you  ought  to  have  given  it  a  Garment  this 
cold  Seafon,  and  not  upbraid  its  Poverty.  - 
Next,  great  Letters  are  my  Averiion  :  I  could 
never  write  them  well  ;  and  they  always  look 
like  a  Parcel  of  misfhapen  Dutchmen.  -  Not- 
withftanding  your  Compliment,  of  feeing  my 
Pidure  in  Pamphiliay  I  muft  affirm  it  is  not 
fo.  -  Now  to  the  Feaft  :  You  are  not  to  fup- 
pofe  a  Woman  of  Coreltas  Character  would 
admit  of  Two  Dimes  upon  her  Table  at  once  : 
No;  they  are  feparate  Meals;  and  the  Pota- 
toes are  not  introduced  as  Sawce  to  the  Pye.— 

*  The  Ejjay  on  Woman. 

Now, 
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Now,  dear  Madam,  if  you  confider  this,  you 
will  find  nothing  inconfiltent  there.  -  Now 
to  the  Mufes  :  I  don't  call  them  to  fortify  my 
Walls  againft  Wealth  itfelf,  but  again  ft  Wealth 
in  fuch  a  Shape  as  we  had  then  defcribed  ;  and 
you  are  not  to  think,  that  Poets,  who  love  Eafe 
and  Pleafure,  and  the  moft  gay  Delights  of  Life, 
mould  hate  the  only  Means  of  obtaining  it.  — 
You  will  pardon  this  Remonftrance  from 

Tour  humble  Servant  , 

M  i  R  A. 
W&g^*^ 

Sent  'with  the  Poem  called  The  Proclamation  of 
Apollo,  infer  ted  in  Pol.  I.  />.  41. 

Dear  Madam, 

THE  Occafion  of  this  Whim  was  the 
reading  of  that  Lift  prefixed  to  Mr.  Pope's 
Dunciad,  which  tells  us  the  Number  of  his 
Enemies.  —  After  having  fretted  at  their  Impu- 
dence, who  durft  fcribble  againft  my  favourite 
Author,  I  began  to  reflect  on  the  Stupidity  of 
Goofe-quill  Wars,  and  thefe  Knight-  Errants  of 
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This  Paper  has  nothing  to  boaftof;  but,  as 
it  is  new,  you  may  perhaps  think  it  worth  read- 
ing: And  if  I  have  the  Happinefs  to  amufc 
you  at  a  leifure  Hour,  it  is  enough  for 

Tour  humble  Servant, 

MIR  A. 


THALIA,  To  Mifs  BIDDY. 

I  Won't  command,  but  I  think  I  have  a  Right 
to  entreat  you,  to  pay  a  Vifit  to  Mir  a 
fhortly  ;  for  (he  is  extremely  bufy,  adding,  cur- 
tailing, and  erafing  one  Piece  of  Nonfenfe,  to 
fubftitute  another  in  its  ftead  :  So  that,  without 
your  fpeedy  Admonition,  the  Tragedy  will  pro- 
bably be  reduced  to  a  Farce,  and  from  that  to 
a  fimple  Dialogue.  I  therefore  beg  you  to  check 
her  Infolence,  and  you  will  highly  oblige 

Tour  bumble  Servant, 
THALIA. 


On 
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On  her  Verfes  being  fent  to  London. 

Dear  Madam, 

IYefterday  received  a  Letter  from  my  Aunt, 
who  commends  the  Verfes,  as  a  Boy  would 
do  his  Firmity  :  "  They  are  very  good,  and  I 
"  defire  Tome  more/'  She  is  very  fententious, 
but  feems  uneafy  thro'  too  much  Bufmefsj  and 
has  concluded  her  Epiftle  with  a  Brace  of  Lines, 
which  I  fhrewdly  fufpect  to  be  flolen  from  St. 
Matthew.  They  are  thefe:  "  So  you  fee,  my 
"  Dear,  I  am  cumbered  about  many  things ; 
"  and  you  have  chofen  the  better  Part."  I  cafl 
a  languifhing  Eye  upon  the  Waggon  Yefterday. 
It  is  impomble  to  exprefs  the  Hopes,  the  Fears, 
the  various  Conjectures,  and  Reveries,  that  your 
humble  Servant  muft  undergo  this  important 
Seafon.  I  am  like  the  unhappy  Gentleman 
mentioned  in  the  Guardian  j  and  can  fcarce  en- 
dure the  bare  Pronunciation  of  the  Letter  S : 
The  hiding  of  the  Tea-kettle  diftrads  me5  and 
if  I  meet  a  Goofe,  I  fhun  him  as  I  would  a. 
Lion,  or  a  Crocodile.  I  intend  fpeedily  to  pro- 
vide a  Quantity  of  Hyfteric  Drops,  being  ap- 
X  4  prehen- 


312      LETTERS, 

prehenfive  of  Fits  at  the  Sonnd  of  the  Poft- 
horn.  I  can't  hear  the  Playhoufe  fpoke  of 
without  trembling ;  and  fliall  not  dare  to  look 
into  a  News-paper,  for  fear  of  meeting  with 
the  Name  of  Gibber. 

Yet,  after  all,  Mira  has  her  gay  Intervals, 
and  an  excellent  Knack  at  Caftle-building.  In 
fhort,  if  our  Scheme  fucceeds,  I  intend  to  {hew 
my  Public  Spirit:  As,  firft,  I  (hall  open  two  or 
three  more  Windows  in  the  College-Chapel, 
and  perhaps  add  another  lile  to  it.  I  mall  erect 
a  few  Alms-houfes;  and  have  fo me  Thoughts 
of  founding  an  Hofpital  for  indigent  or  diffracted 
Poets.  I  prefume  this  will  take  up  as  much  of 
my  fuperfluous  Wealth  as  I  can  fpare  from  the 
Extravagance  of  a  gay  Retinue  and  fplendid 
Equipage,  in  which  I  intend  to  abound.  Amidft 
all  this,  I  mail  not  be  ingrateful,  tho'  perhaps 
fomewhat  haughty.  Yet  my  Chariot  or  Lan- 
dau (hall  be  ever  at  your  Service,  and  ready  to 
convey  you  to  my  Country-feat,  or  to  my 
Houfe  in  Hanover-fquare.  But,  till  all  this 
fliall  happen,  I  am  proud  to  fubfcribe  myfelf 
Tour  humble  Servant, 

MJR  A. 


On 
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On  her  Writings  being  to  be  printed. 
Dear  Madam, 

I  Am  forry  to  hear  you  are  not  well,  and  am 
afraid  you  are  uneafy  about  the  Succefs  of 
my  Writings  ;  which  I  mould  be  grieved  to 
think  of.  Let  the  worft  happen,  I  am  but  as 
I  was  before  :  I  mall  eat  as  long  as  I  can,  and 
deep  when  I  am  eafy.  There  is  the  fame  Air 
for  me  to  breathe  in,  and  the  fame-all-cheanng 
Sun.  And  as  my  few  Acquaintance  did  not 
take  to  me  upon  the  Account  of  Poetry,  fo 
they  will  fcarcely  fall  off  upon  its  ill  Succefs. 

Dear  Madam,  I  thank  you  for  your  kind 
Admonition  :  Yet  I  believe  you  miftook  my 
Intention;  which  was  not  to  meditate  upon 
Homer,  but,  out  of  an  exceffive  Curiofity  (pe- 
culiar to  my  Temper),  to  know  the  latter  End; 
tho'  I  intend  to  read  and  digeft  him  at  a  more 
proper  time.  I  beg  your  Pardon  for  fcribbling 
to  you  twice  in  one  Day  ;  but,  as  it  is  a  Pleafurc 
to  me  to  be  talking  to  you,  I  hope  you  will  par-* 
don  this,  and  many  fuch  Faults,  in 

Tour  humble  Servant, 

MIR  A. 
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0#  the  fame  Subject* 

I  Am  obliged  to  the  Gentleman  for  his  Criti- 
cifms  on  my  Verfe,  and  think  they  are  moil 
of  them  right  ;  and  if  it  is  not  led  to  the 
Flames,  like  many  of  its  Predeceffors,  thofe 
Lines  which  he  has  taken  Notice  of  {hall  be 
altered. 

But  as  to  -what  he  obferves  concerning  Ste- 
phen Duck,  I  am  of  Opinion,  that  it  was  not 
his  Situation,  but  the  Royal  Favour,  which 
gained  the  Country  over  to  his  Side  ;  and 
therefore  I  think  it  needlefs  to  paint  the  Life 
of  a  Perfon,  who  depends  more  upon  the  Cu- 
riofity  of  the  World,  than  its  (^pod-nature. 
Befides,  the  feeing  myfelf  defcribed  in  Print 
would  give  me  the  fame  Uneafinefs  as  being 
flared  at.  For  this  Reafon,  whenever  my 
Verfes  (hall  appear  amongft  the  Public,  I  hope 
they  will  excufe  the  Author  in  this  Particular.  I 
hope  the  Lines  will  not  fall  greatly  fhort  of  the 
firft-mentioned  Number  j  for  I  made  but  a 
random  Computation  ;  and  there  have  been  fe- 
veral  Papers  wrote  fince  that  was  made. 
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I  fend  thefe  Verfes,  not  upon  Account  of  their 
fuperior  Merit,  but  that  they  are  of  a  fuitable 
Length;  for  I  fuppofe  it  will  be  proper  to  print 
Two,  that  the  Reader  may  have  fome  Variety: 
Yet,  if  all  or  either  of  thefe  are  not  approved, 
I  fhall  very  willingly  fubmit  to  the  Decifion  of 
your  better  Judgment,  and  will  change  them 
for  any  other.  I  have  very  little  Notion  of 
what  will  pleafe  the  Public :  But,  if  I  might 
fpeak  my  own  private  Thoughts,  it  is  this  • 
That  there  was  no  need  of  a  Specimen  :  For  I 
am  fure  there  is  no  Paper  of  mine  has  any  Title 
to  Perfection  :  They  are  only  a  Parcel  of  che- 
quer'd  Thoughts,  fcarce  tolerable  when  toge- 
ther ;  but,  if  we  part  them,  they  make  a  fad 
Figure.  But  whatever  be  the  Fate  of  my 
Verfe,  the  Endeavours  of  my  Friends  will  be 
gratefully  acknowleged,  and  all  Informations 
gladly  accepted.  For  altho'  Self-conceit  be 
reckoned  the  infeparable  Companion  of  an  Au- 
thor, I  hope  it  will  never  (juftly)  be  laid  to  the 
Charge  of 

your  humble  Servant, 

M.  L, 
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On  her  MOPS  us.     See  Vol.  II.  p.  u. 

Dear  Madam, 

I  Did  not  think  to  have  finiftied  Mopfus  To- 
day :  But,  hoping  it  may  divert  you,  and 
as  I  had  but  a  few  Lines  to  write,  I  have  fent 
him  out  to  make  his  Court  immediately.  'Tis 
true,  he  is  but  an  uncouth  Gentleman :  But, 
dear  Madam,  let  his  conftant  Defire  to  pleafe 
the  Fair  make  up  his  want  of  Merit.  I  am  to 
confefs,  that  I  have  drawn  my  own  Picture  in 
many  Places  where  I  have  defcribed  this  un- 
lucky Hero.  But  it  is  a  kind  of  popular  Piece, 
and  may  ferve  for  many  a  real  Mopfus*  It  is 
impoflible  to  guefs  at  the  Fate  of  this  new-born 
Son :  But,  as  he  was  produced  under  your 
Smile,  he  cannnot  but  thrive.  You  are  to  ob- 
ferve,  that  I  fend  him  to  you,  as  to  a  private 
School,  in  order  to  receive  his  firft  Principles, 
before  I  truft  him  in  the  Hands  of  more  feverc 
Teachers.  I  hope  your  Health  will  foon  per- 
mit you  to  go  abroad.  In  the  mean  time,  if 
any  thing  of  mine  will  entertain  you,  I  am 
pleas'd  it  Ihould. 

fttfl 
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Sent  ivith  the  Pfalm  inferted  Page  299. 

Dear  Madam, 

I  Have,  in  Obedience  to  your  Commands, 
endeavoured  to  put  this  Pfalm  into  Verfe, 
at  leaft  the  Senfe  of  it.  The  Imitation  (for  it 
can  be  called  no  other)  does  not  begin  till  the 
Tenth  Verfe,  the  latter  End  being  much  the 
fame  as  the  Beginning.  Perhaps  you  may  think 
it  fhort ;  but  I  would  not  pufh  the  Theme  too 
far,  for  fear  you  mould  not  approve  it,  it  being 
the  firft  I  ever  threw  into  the  Shape  of  an  Ode. 
It  is  not  for  me  to  do  Juftice  to  that  fublime 
Prophet :  But,  fuch  as  it  is,  I  commit  it  to  your 
Judgment,  and  am  ready  to  correct  its  Errors. 
The  laft  Verfe  is  taken  out  of  another  Pfalm. 

Mrs. •   has  took  the  Play,  in  order  to 

carry  to  Mifs .     It  is  a  foolifh  Temper 

in  me  ;  but  I  cannot  help  being  uneafy  at  part- 
ing with  a  Piece  I  molt  value. 

I  have  "great  Apprehenfions,  that  the  Ladies 
won't  think  it  worth  their  Care.  In  this  Tem- 
per of  Mind  I  cannot  help  fighing,  to  think, 

that 
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that  my  Way  of  Life  obliges  me  to  feek  the 
Approbation  of  a  giddy  World,  and  People 
whofe  manner  of  thinking  I  am  a  Stranger  to, 
as  well  as  to  their  Friendfhip.  Thofe  Lines  of 
Mr.  Pope  now  occur  to  my  Memory,  where  he 
profefles  only  to  confult  the  End  of  his  Being, 
and  refolves  to 

Maintain  a  Poet's  Dignify  and  Eafe, 
dnd  fee  ivhat  Friends,  and  read  what  Books.  I 
pleafe. 

But  this  Quotation  will  not  ferve  for  me  :  And 
the  chief  Confolation  I  have,  is,  that  I  am  al- 
lowed to  profefs  myfelf 

Tour  humble  Servant, 

MlRA. 

Dear  Madam,  I  could  wim  you  would  throw 
away  an  Afternoon  upon  me,  when  you 
have  one  to  fpare  ;  for  your  Vifits,  tho* 
full  of  Good- nature,  are  exceeding  fliort. 
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On  the  Son  of  Sirach,  and  the  Prayer 

of  Manafles. 
7)ear  Madam, 

THAT  I  have  not  fpoke  to  you  thefe 
Two  Days,  Face  to  Face,  is  the  Occa- 
fion  of  this  Scrawl.  I  am,  as  I  always  was, 
mightily  pleafed  with  that  fublime  Book,  called 
The  Wifdom  of  the  Son  of  Sirach  5  and  have  a 
a  Mind  to  colled  the  Sentences  that  beft  pleafe 
me,  and  fuit  my  Purpofe,  and  write  them  in 
my  Table-book,  in  order  to  form  a  Poem  in 
the  manner  of  Mr.  Pope's  Me/iah  :  But  it  fhall 
wait  for  your  Opinion.  You  may  perhaps 
wonder  that  I  mould  take  it  into  my  Head  to 
afk  Leave  to  do  what  I  have  done  for  Years  with- 
out :  But  you  will  confider,  that  I  was  refolved 
to  write,  but  yet  had  nothing  to  fay  :  So  that, 
unlefs  you  will  fuffer  me  to  be  impertinent,  I 
muft  be  filent  ;  an  intolerable  Punifhment  to  a 
prating  Humour. 

There  is  another  Part  in  thedfocrypba,  which 
(hikes  me  vaftly.  It  is  the  Prayer  of  Manages 
King  ofl/rae!,  in  his  Captivity.  I  don't  doubt  but 
you  have  obferved  it,  and  am  fure  you  muft  ap- 

prove, 
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prove.  I  wonder  why  it  was  not  admitted  into 
our  Church- Services  5  for,  in  my  Opinion,  there 
never  was  any  thing  more  moving  :  Not  all  the 
facred  Authors  I  ever  look'd  into,  not  the  finer! 
Sentence  in  a  well- writ  ten  Tragedy,  ever  left  fo 
deep  an  Impreffion  on  my  Spirits,  as  the  Senti- 
ments of  this  repenting  King  ;  tho'  I  don't  re 
member  to  have  feen  it  mentioned  in  any  Author; 
and  that  methinks  is  ftrange.  But  I  fuppofe  the 
Doubt  is,  whether  this  Monarch  was  the  Author 
or  not.  Be  that  as  it  will,  the  thing  is  in  itfelf 
excellent :  The  Style  is  pleafant,  and  has  fome- 
thing  in  it  of  modern  Eloquence ;  and  thofe 
agreeable  Repetitions  awaken  the  Reader's  At- 
tention, and  leave  a  pleafmg  Anguifh  on  the 
Mind.  In  the  Whole,  it  is  the  perfect  Picture 
of  a  wounded  Soul :  And  ManaJJes,  in  his  Chains 
and  Afflictions,  is  a  greater  Favourite  of  mine, 
than  all  the  Cafars,  Cicero,  or  Cato  himfelf. 

I  would  beg  of  you,  if  you  pleafe,  to  fend  me 
the  reft  of  the  Odyffey  j  for  I  long  to  know  the  End 
of  the  Fable  ;  and  I  have  Leifure  To-day  from 
dirty  Work.  O  law  !  how  the  Word  dirty  looks 
in  this  fublime  Letter!  Pray  let  me  hear  of 
your  Health,  and  believe  me 

Tour  bumble  Servant, 

MIR  A. 
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Sent  to  a  Lady  in  the  Illnefs  of  that  Ladfs  Mother. 

Dear  Madam  •', 

I  Can  find  no  Excufe  for  fending  you  a  Par- 
cel of  Nonfenfe  t'other  Day,  but  Igno- 
rance of  your  Mother's  Condition.  I  am  too 
well  acquainted  with  your  Mother's  Temper, 
not  to  feel  for  you  in  your  prefent  Circum- 
ftances  :  And,  if  I  was  Miftrefs  of  any  tole- 
fable  Eloquence,  would  endeavour  to  reconcile 
your  Spirits  to  what  muft  certainly  happen  to 
you,  to  me,  and  to  all  Mankind  j  viz.  a  Sepa- 
ration from  our  Friends,  at  lead  fo  far  as  con- 
cerns our  prefent  Life  and  Enjoyments.  I, 
who  cannot  boaft  of  a  Heart  fo  fufceptible  and 
delicate  as  yours,  have  at  leaft  felt  the  Strength 
of  Nature  in  the  parting  Pang  ;  and  can  affure 
you  from  Experience,  that  (to  a  Soul  capable 
of  flrong  Ideas)  the  Apprehenfion  of  this  for- 
midable Evil  is  more  terrible  than  its  real  Ap- 
proach ;  tho'  I  hope  there  is  no  immediate  Dan- 
ger :  But  I  would  prepare  you  for  the  worft  : 
And,  if  my  Arguments  are  (illy,  they  proceed 
from  a  well-meant  Sincerity.  In  fpite  of  all  our 
VOL.  II.  Y  Sorrow 
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Sorrow  for  the  Lofs  of  a  good  and  worthy  Per- 
fon,  there  is  a  Confolation  that  will  mine  thro' 
the  Cloud,  and  reproach  our  Grief,  as  proceed- 
ing from  a  felf-interefted  Motive.  This  Con- 
fideration,  with  the  Help  of  Time,  is  a  great 
Allay  to  this  afflidting  Paflion.  To  fay  you 
have  enjoy 'd  a  Parent  much  longer  than  you 
could  probably  expe&,  is  nothing  to  the  Pur- 
pofe :  We  know  habitual  Converfe  makes  the 
Link  more  ftrong :  And  'tis  eafier  to  part 
with  a  Friend  at  Nineteen,  while  we  are  full 
of  afpiring  Hopes,  and  gay  Defires,  than  at  a 
riper  Age. 

All  this  is  Nature  ;  yet  it  is  not  Reafon.  If, 
amidft  that  Whirl  of  Paflion,  in  which  the  Soul 
at  fuch  a  time  is  ufually  engaged,  we  had  Power 
to  reflect,  we  mould  think  in  another  manner. 

Another  aggravating  Circumftance  which  I 
know  prefents  itfelf  to  your  Imagination,  is 
this  :  That  your  laft  Friend  is  now  at  Stake  : 
That  in  her  you  lofe  all  the  Tendernefs  of  a 
Relation  ;  at  leaft  all  that  is  worthy  to  be  called 
fo.  This  is  true.  And  I  cannot  tell  how  to  re- 
concile jou  to  this  Misfortune  better,  than  to  fet 
before  you  the  Pictures  of  numberlefs  miferable 

Orphans, 
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Orphans,  expofcd  in  their  tender  Years  to  Hun- 
ger and  Cruelty.  But  thefe  Examples  feem  too 
wide  to  make  any  great  Impreffion  on  your 
Mind.  We  will  therefore  leave  the  Wretched, 
and  turn  our  Eyes  to  thofe  who  are  more  pro- 
perly ftyled  the  Unhappy.  If  I  might  be  al- 
lowed to  make  the  Comparifon,  our  Conditions, 
in  this  Place,  feem  a  little  parallel :  But,  mould 
I  furvive  my  Parent,  the  Event  would  be  very 
different.  You  lofe  a  fond  Parent,  that  doats 
upon  you,  and  all  the  tender  Comforts  that 
flow  from  her :  I  lofe  both  that,  and  all  the 
Necefiaries  of  Life :  Left  naked  and  defencelefs, 
without  Friend,  and  without  Dependence  ; 
with  a  weak  and  indolent  Body  to  provide 
for  its  own  Subfiftence  ;  and  a  reftlefs  Mind, 
rack'd  with  unprofitable  Invention.  This  is 
no  very  pleafing  Profpedt  j  but  I  feldom  dwell 
long  upon  it. 

I  am  now  to  beg  Pardon  for  this  long  Epiftle. 
Dear  Madam,  if  you  find  I  can  be  of  any  Ufe, 
this  whole  Frame,  fuch  as  it  is,  is  at  your  Ser- 
vice, at  any  Hour. 

That  you  may  not  want  thefe  Coniblations, 
but  long  enjoy  Health,  Happinefs,  and  a  Mo- 
ther, 
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ther,   fhall  be  not  only   the  Wifh,    but  the 
Prayer,  of 

Tour  humble  Servant, 

M  I  R  A. 

I  muft  recommend  to  you  the  Prefervation 
of  your  own  Health  j  and  fhould  be  glad 
if  it  was  in  my  Power  to  do  more  than 
wifli  you  well* 


EPITAPH  on  MOLLY  LEAPOR. 

REST,  gentle  Shade:  Thy  Virtue,  Wit, 
and  Worth, 

Survive  the  Tomb,  and  dignify  thy  Birth i 
Living,  thy  Virtue  eas'd  a  Parent's  Care  j 
Dying,  thy  Works  fufpend  his  dropping  Tear. 
Wit,  pure  as  flow'd  from  Infant  Nature's  Tongue  3 
Juft — not  fevere  j  tho'  inoffenfrve — ftrong. 
Such  Worth  as  points  to  Man,  what  Heav'n  de- 

fign'd, 
True  human  Greatnefs,  Dignity  of  Mind. 

FINIS. 
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